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LEY Se g 
Beauteous Face, fine Shape, enga = 
With all — — that adorn — 7b 11 
If theſe could fail their ſo N er Part, 
> And not ſecure the Conqueſt of orphans r 
Sylois b. yet a yaſt Reſerve ip-Storez/ : 
At Sight we. lore, but bearing, muſt adore. 
The Wit of Sappho with ber artful Sog; 1 = | 
Rr U 
NU Charm, and ſtay to die. A185 A 1 ; 

! lovely Nytr „ 1-yield,. am undone 3 _. 4 5 7 ] 
Your Voice hap iſh/d what your Eyes bega. MY 
; ; . * 12. 00 N. 0 2. e. 3 f 
A= »Beggit, a Beggar Tit, 

There's none lende a Life mor jocund than hes. Weg 


A RH way and -a-Beggar I army 8117 _ 7. oF e 4 
as it begins, our Teading do fall, i oft 1 


* inthe Condufien, ſhall Beggars baalteim beef) 30 4 
Tradeſmen are, unſortunate in their Affin, EN: 4 
And few Men are thriving but Courticts and e 20 
A Craver my Father, à Maunder my: Mother, 
A Filer my Siſter, a Fileher my Brother; 12 es 2} a | 
A Canter my Uacle, that-car'd:nvt for. elf, 7:96t t | 
A Lifter my Aunt, and A Beggar myſelf; 92.077 
In white wheaten Straw, when — Belles n, — 
Then was I got between a Tinker and a Trull. N 
And therefore a Beggar, a Beggat UI be,” at; pH 
For. there s none leads a Life more jorund than hay T 
When Boys do come to us, and thelt Intent i — 
To follow our Calling, we ne er bind em Prentice a 
300n as they come to*t, we teach thech to do't, 
And give them a Staff and a Wallet io boot z - 7 
We teach them their Lingua, to crave aud to eanty E 
va Devil is | as aa aaa n * 23 
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at 12 
And be or ſhe, that a Begear Jy l be, 
| . 23 mole Loc... 


We beg for our Bread, yet ſometimes it — — 
C We feaſt it with Pig, Pullet, y, and Capons 
For Churches Affaits, we are no Men- ſla Jens, - 1 
We hade no Religion, yet live by our Pray 
But if when we beg, Men will not draw 5 F 
1 We charge, and give Fire, with a Volley of Curfes . 
| |: The Devil confound your good Worſhip, we cry, 
And ſuch a bold brazen-fac'd ram I, . 
14 We do Things in Seaſon, and have ſo much Reafon, 
we raiſe no Rebellion, nor never talk Treaſon z 
Wee bill all our Mates at very low Rates, 
. Whilſt ſome keep their Quarters as high as the Ger; 
With Shinkin ap Morgan, with 3 or urs 
LE We into no Covenant enter, nor 
EE . erefore x bonny bold Bezear Pl de, 
© | |, For none lives a Life more merry than he, : 
For ſuch pretty Pledges, r 
2 Ys We are bot in fear to be _ __ 
But ſometimes the Whip doth us to Hip, . 
And then we from Tything to Tything do tri; 
For uben in a poor Bouzing-Can we do bib it, 
we ftand more in dread of the'Stocks than the Gibbet. 
| | And cherefore a merry mad Beggar I'll be, a 3 
For ben it is Night, in the Batn tumbles he. 
=” þ be” - We throw down no Altar, 'nor. never do falter, ; 
So much as to change a Gold- chain for a Halter A 
Tho ſome Men do flout us, . 
EE  We.commonly bear forty Pieces about un; 
1 many good Fellows are ſine, and look fierter, i . 
And oe for their Cloaths to the Taylar'and Meter 142 
+F And if from the Stocks I can keep out my Feet, 
' I fear not the Compter, King's Bench, nor the t. F 
| Sometimes I do frame myſelf to be lame, BYE, 
Ang when a Coach comes, I hop to my Game; 
| We ſeldom miſcarry, or never do marry, ; 59 5 
By the Gown, Common Prayer, or k- Ducgeg * 
But Simon and Suſan, like Birds of a Featheer,,rF, 
They kiſs, Age: ud blo He down 1 
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e 
Like Pigs in the Pea - ſtraw, intangled they lhe, - 
Till there they beget ſach's bold Rogue : 2s 1% 


— a 8 O N G. * 


A Beggar got a Beadle x 4 too! 6 
D 
A Veoman got a Prentice, ; 
at A Prentice got a Freeman | eee BALE 
a The Freeman got a Mafter, ' '- 
The Maſter got a Leaſes + 4 
The ie Leaſe made him a Gentleman, i 
5 And Juſtice of the Peace. +0," eee 
.- WM The Joſtice being richt 
1. And gallant in defi re 
+ He marry d with a Lady, y + $32. Ui 
And fo he got a Squire © UE 
The Squire got a Knight — 2 e SHOULD 12s 
f Of Courage bold and beat; 17 194 94753 zi c hüte 
A The Knight he got a Lord, 
| And ſo it came about, 
8 The Lorl, be et ga ri 3 
| His Country he ook © ee 
He ttavell'd into Spain, ee i os 
And there he got a Duke: 
i WM The Duke, be got « Pine, 
5 The Prince, a King of Hope; 
- R$ The King, he got an Emperor, 
1 The Emperor, a Pofe rtr 
 . WM Thus, as the Story lays, e e 1 
; , The od he got a Friar, 0% 41 F 
=" riar got a Nun: ue de 
20M The Nun by i mw "ph | 36663 6 Þ 
wo And on her Becle ſhe ſunk, _ _. *. 5 124% ll, REAL 
. The renn ob a 5 1 96! Can Nul 
+ The Monk be had s Soo lle 204 Us nid reogh 2 
oy With whom he did inhabit, As A ei 25 
: 5 Who when the Father dy tl. 
e The I ods ofa 
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> 46 0 
— e tate A in th al. 
And ſomething he did to ber, | | 
And {6 begot a Clerks. 0 2 

|} Lhe Clnk: ba got 6 Breton, bes FG 
1 The Sexton got a Digger r 
1 The Digger got a Prebend, 5 5 5 * A 

i . The Prebend got a Viear g; e 
Tis 


a _—_ * E = as. 
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Tbe Vicar got an Attorney, 
47 The which ke took in Trg 
© i} The Attorney got a Barriſter, $1 a4T 
111 The Barriſter a Ruff. 418. I fork 
The Ruff did get good Counſel, i. 4 oh 1 dT 
Good Counſel got a Fee ; y 72 LE 8. 4. 
Phe Fee did get a Motion, 4 vi] 
That it might pleaded be x WA 


N Wa 
8 d 28 


7 Were wedded t other Day, 1 
erg e e. . , 5 
I beir Paſtor came to pray...:. „ear 
But firſt, he bad ach Oueſ , e 
LN \ 3 # Mt e 
er © Syed ö . 
. - *Then with a Puritanic Alt, b Sarge, v4 K 
| Ky "Unto the Lord be nN d:. 152 we e l 
That He would - i Ob ITS ENS 
| To that fame Man and Maid : e 3 9 abr BY 
[ And that the Huſbandmav might dre 2 e 
| | Full well the Vine he W © © + 
* And like a Vine, ſhe ſtill might tins BO EY. 
5 About him all her Life. dl ab 7 
> Sack-podſet den he T. oo oy 
dan ef the Lord, with one e229 4 20 
* 1 | 
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The Bridegroom then drew near his Spouſes 
Tapply prolific-Balm $7.25 

And while they ſtrove in Tata Lore, 
The Parſon ſung a Pſalm, 


SONG . | 
A Cobler there was, and he liy'd in a Stall f X 
Which ſerv'd him for Parlour, for Fe Hall, 
No Coin in his Pocket, nor Care in his Pate, 
No Ambition had he, nor Duns at his Gate: 
Derry down, down, down, derry down. : 


Contented he work'd, ant he t —_—_ MG n 
If at Night he could purchaſe a' Jag of brown: Nappy. - 
How he'd laugh then, and whiſtle, and fing too moſt ſweet, | 
Saying juſt to a Hair I made both Endo wieet 2 a &Y 
Derry down, &c, 


But Love the Diſturber of High und of Low, WET 
That ſhoots at the Peaſant ab well as the Beau 3. .. 
He ſhot the poor Cobler quite thorough the Heart, 1 
I wiſh he had hit ſome more ignoble Part: 

Derry down, &c. | „„ 

uns Callie this Al Mas" N 1 
Where 2 buxom oung Damſel rontinually Jay 3 DR. = 
Her Eyes ſhone ſo bright when ſhe role ev'ry Day, 
That ho the poor Cobler quite oper the Way' 

Derry down, &c. 


He ſung her Love-Songs as he fat at bi Work, 
But ſhe was as hard as a Jeto, or a Turk't 
Whenever he ſpake, ſhe would flounce and would ker, 
r 5 
Derry down, &. 


He took up his Aw! that ke hadin the World, 
And to make away with himſelf was reſoly'd ; - 
He pierc'd through his Body inftead of the Sole, e 
So the Cobler he dy'd, ann N 
Derry down, &c. n 
And now in good Will I adviſe, 2s a Friend, = * 
All Coblers D MER, 
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| it meet, 

He bausd, og 
nn 
en 


Jo feaſt me with Sade 
And good Hacket-kail. 
The De'il's in your 1 


4s] had 2 * 
And good n 
50 Nes. 
To buy ought T's hare 
A Penny, queth he. 
The 3 Merchants 
Will fell-ys on Tick; 
For we mau Hat braw 
© Advit hey fu eu 


Since Wives commit the Taue, of 
Whilft Huſbands bear the Dinan, 


"Tis natural for Women | 
Such little Slips to make | 
And if they were not common, . 
| How may Hands meal ug | 
Pll give my Wife her Hans, Os; 

' I dae I but give me mine; 228 


We 
I'll ſerve her in her Coin g 
And may the Devit take me, | 
If e*er I lag behind. 
. a 0 M WK 
Nr 
. Wbo always would be pleaſing 5 
The Pertneſs of the Billing Dove, Aid 
Like tickling, is but teaſing. 
ro 
we grow fond un us 3. 
And when we fly them, they purſue, 
But leave us when they ve won us. 
S ON 8 9. 
A Cure onal Cares, ; A 
opular Fears, 


Come, 11 away to the Bal, 
For their Wine there drinks welf ; 
There take off our Glaſs, © oy 
Nay, it ſhall not one paſs, 
Chor. For we will be dull and heavy: no 


_ 


Ser Wine dot increaſe, ad thingy Chet 5. 


7 5 — 
5 Come, fill up your W agg; þ * trig] Ei * 0 
Look, fill _ 2 15 bis es, Ab] 
Here, Boys, I begin e 5 RI of pad 
A god Haith wo the Kingy a 8111 & 4 


Jets ſee 3 | 

hilt with 1th” we abound, . C 

© Chor, For we will be dull and heavy no more, 
Since Wine does increaſe, ro tes Oe ok Sr, 

| Nay, don't us deceive, - * | „ 

Why this will you leave ? S 

8 F 

W da- pox, you” re no Whig, . cop. Ac) 1; 
Dome, drink up the.reft,... Peron 

Or be at deaſt, | 
Cor. For we wi 1 4 0 De no more,...” og, 
| Since Wine 60 incaſe, ad cher Ore gd rr 
a S O N G % {lr 356491 
| A Panel, I'm told, Py EY TH 22 2 
* Of delicate Mold, P bags HEE 
J 4 Whoſe Father was dead, 5. wy CORES C | % 

| Of all her fine Things, . 
b Lace, Ribbong, 1274 
* nothing ſo much 2s Her "V7 Wo poor Git, 

Pz d nothing Gan es how TR” * 

The. Youths alt Urn. 

With Courtſhip — VVV 
22 every Art to bewiteh her ; 

But the was ſo chaſte; * 19567 3. Fad 
She'd not be embtat'd i | 
By any Thing elſe but her robe, yoor = Gi, - 

By any Thing, Wea > 75 as 

Each offer*d in peu, . . 

In Rares bertel, | 755 a . 3 
If to him the Parſon might flitch ber. 4 

But ſtill ſhe rephy d. e I 

She'd never be ty d ä 
2 any Thing effe — her Teuber, poor Git, 

To any Thing, &. b 


But Cupid, grown wild, 


4% 


NF. 0 ſee t, „ _ 3 2 8 7 ; $385 
I | : Reſolv d 
g £ 6 a W þ ” 


16 9) 

Rebe fo find Ways 0 dewitcd br wt rut 
And humble her Pride, foes Of ee, fl = 
Whatever betide, q 536 giti c! 

e eee LY 


Briſk Strepbon, the young, | I Ogtqes eee 
Whoſe amorous Tongue 10 . bal 
Was baited with Work dowitch tary | Det 
The God did prepare, . n baz 
To combat the Fair, 
And try d to ee . c 2 
And try'd, &c. * 
Young Strephon drew 7 — 
And fluſh'd with er - 's A 
Try'd Kiſſes and-Oathe to e, D 301 
He pratt!'d and toy dj. Pres a el: is 1 
Piſh, let go th kdl of | Tet, c. T 
let 80 * 4 
** let go, cc. e gifocodes your 7 
: So well took his a. wa 40 16 F 
He found out N fog b hers * Lats 
He gave her a Trips .- 540 280 25 +: ay 51. 
Which happen d to lip Se, dnnn * 
The myſtical K t of her cher, poor Gi „ 
The m » &. IDK ? wh r 2 105 1 = 18 
And thus hike Kor! 41 b n onus 3Þ. 
The Thing he intended G ti 7 
7 Who knows what he did to „ 4 60 
. She cry'd, Na, 20, 103 n as 
- But yet I can't go: | 


Now do wha 
. 2 Tok, dns 


As none would take Denial... 


The Dean mY * . had d b d n A 
Since Bluff was ſo unruly, bb Ao bn ” he 
— * at bet it to his So IN hint ae 


the icht b 7 I . AS 


Then App ys De, | ig Are 
And roar'd out, twas no wonder, e 25 „ 
Since Gods the Deaas had three, Sir, Fw 09379 677 
And more by two than he, Sir, _ 
For he had got but one, -e. 
Now whilft theſe two were raging, ; by b d boikk 
And in Diſputes engaging, e buſh 
The Maſter of the Charter. 
Said both had caught a Tartar, ' , - 6 
For Gods, Sir, — & . 1 
n mn 11336 4 211 
ere nothing but Su r wif} Hin 101 
—— ing a 111 4 417 £322 121 c 
Who wrote the Pentateuch, ls 2 2 I MS 
Tons nothing but a Shacd, Wag th [7 61 
That as for Father Adam, . . "gh 02 
And wha Eve his Madam, 5 9 5 M9 and 5 
A t e Serpent I ke, Sir an ee 211 : 
Twas nothing but « ae, Sir, . ns 1 out vr 
And well hwented Pm .. 
; Thus 1 in this Battle- royal, 3 1 ai Tis cd 


The Dame for which they — s, id en 
Could neither of thein love, "Sir, r 
Nor neither could comvince, tec. A. For e 
She therefore ſlily waiting,  _* © For Laoyarl 
Left all three nf a-prating 3 Live bo” ve a " 3 
And being in a Fright, = 42 9 or 
Religion took her Flight, Sir 25 \ 
And ne er wa heard of nc, be. bne ax 
8 O 2 bao Wal hall 
A Female Friend Bet * e ee 
(Whoſe Heart ſhe with'd at Eaſe). 
Make Lo Love thy ah = not thy Fein, $d3 ag 
Vor let it * 


( 10% 
Beauty, where Vanities abound, 1 
No ſerious Paſſion clama j 
Then till a Phenix can be found... 655 fir 
Do not admit the Flames. öl 
But griev'd, ſhe finds that his, plies 
(Since prepoſſeſs d when young): 
Take all their Hints from Sylvia g Eyes, 
None from Ardelia's Tongue. 
Thus, Cupid, of our Aim we miſs, - 
Who would unbend thy Bow z 
And each flight Nymph a 3 Be, 
When Love will have it fo, uk ns 
S O N G. 13. 5 
A Figfor, the dainty civil Spouſe, 8 
s bred at the Court, or France; 
e 3 15 Wife with Smiles and Bows, 
And minds not the n 
Be Gregory | a 5 
The Man for me, N 
ho' giv'n to many a oa 
—— he 1 work 


7 Turt, Is . 
None like ebenen, Fug, . 
None like him e er handled « Fagget. | 


; S ON 14. 
A Fox may ſteal your Hens, Sir, I 
A Whort your Health and P Pence, $ r, 
Your Daughter rob your Chef, . 
Your Wife may ſteal your Reſt, i 
A Thief your Goods and Plate. 
But this is all but Picking, , a 
ith Reſt, Pence, Cheſt, and cel 
t ever was decreed, Sir, r 
Lawyer's Hand is fee d, Sir, 
He ſteals your whole Eltate. {3 
S ON Q- 25. 
\ Gentle Warmth comes o er my Heart, 
Short pleafing Sighs to blow the Fire: 
auty and Youth can ne er want Art, 
To heighten eager Love's Deſire. 


3 moons 
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His Father might be the Lot knows what, dre 3 


a 


I figh, and ſhe trembles Fug Ms rade ates 4 
Yet her Eyes ſhew 1 noi] au: * ; 


3 in 3 
Which the” 2 via «Hts 7 


joy 
The dect Pleator e. n Þ 


X | 8 0 N G „ 13 T4 ns 
Graſhopper and a Fly, | gl 
A In Summer hot . eee ee 


3 wy £5 FY mw # ks 


In eager Argument were met 


About, about Pribfity, * © 1 5 BY 5 


Says the Fly to the 7 


From mighty Race I . wu 8 
Bright Phœbus was my 2 bat 1 


And I eat and drink with's 
Says the Graſhopper to the 3 3 
Such Rogues are 25 a 
Vour Fither « might be of 
But ä ed. Turd, . 
80 Rebel 9 — ibn 1 2 wi ot 9 
So Rebel Jeot, * * . 
That did to Empire ſoar z _ * 8 


His Father might be the Lord knows what, 5 
Bat his Mother we Ee. a Whore, a Wh 


a Whore, a Whore, 4 Wbote, «Man, 2 


a Whore, a 
His Father might be the — lenows. w 


But his Mother we knew ary, 12 ' e, | 


a Whore, a Whore, , 


8 0 N & 1 57 BEN 4.4 


A Laſs that was laden with Cre 


Sat heavily under a Thorn 3 1 ie 


I liſten'd a while. for to bear, 35/4 0 
And ths th derne eee, —_ 


22 23 


a® * 3 
. 1 


7 13 Yor * 


O my Heart is like to deſpair, 75 * 
When I think of the Days 5 eng foe! "tw at 
When you, my dear Shepherd, = or; 2 ; wort | 
The Birds A hielodionly ing; 3 k r 
And the cold nippintz Winter did wear l 
A Face that reſembled the Spring: FLEE Ws £'$ ; Bats 73 364 T 
CE enim inns: > eee L 29447 93 


As he gently preſſed my Hand, 95 oy 081 4k e 
1 bad the wide World in my Pre TE tat, 595 La, 

nd kt al in Cloth ADR: N 
At the Eve, ee thereof the Fl 1 

Were merrily ſeãted to ſpin, ' T | fit wht. 


I fat myſelf under his Oaks, © ff I 
And I heavily ſighed for hin. | wy Rau 
My Dear, he wou'ꝗ oft to me ſay, e ene Prone 
at ene deere, Os 58827 85 
Or why do you thus turn aw. | e | 
From him who is dying for thee? 2 
But now he is far from my Sight, (995% 30 "HEY N 
Perhaps new Advier may approve; „ 
Which makes me lament Day and Night, | e ds 
That ever I granted him Lore. en elt = 
„ 8. O N G 18. . $6 
A Laſs there lives under the Green, a 60% 
Could I her Picture draw:;.. | zan au 118 1 
A brighter Nymph was never lden, e der, df 
That lookn.an® reigns a little Queen, . wo E208) 
And keeps the Swains in a Wwe. 
Her Eyes are Cupid's Darts and Was .* 55 
Her Eye-brows are his Bow W jnjnjnm 4 
Her-filken Hair the filver Strings, $454 xx: (RD EE: 
Which: ſure and ſwift n wen Di L 
To all the Vale below. Sos Ved e 
If Paſtorella's dawning Licht (3017 e ee ad P 
” Can _—_ — ne us ſo: hes go 5701.21 * c 
er noon ſhine ſo piercing bri 054 LY 
Each glancing Beam will SEE; I 20 
. AY ſubdue, - e 


* 


oy 8 0 N 5 4 Fay ut ven a | 
A Lovely Laſs to a Fryar came, 27 Ren *? 3 


To confeſs in a Morning early. 15971 xm 0 
In what, my Dear, are you ts , „„ 
Now tell to me ſincarel . d U if 
1 have done, Sir, n name, 440 2 
With a Man who loves me drarly. 3 a; bak 
The greateſt Fault ood {1 A 
Is what I now diſcover. /! Lan 0 
You for that Crime to Rome maſt 6, i nd. 
And Diſcipline muſt ſuffer, . . D als bad ! 
Lack-a-day, sir, if it uſt be ſo, . 
Pray fend with mg my Lover. 
No, no, my Dear, you do bat dream, | in mn #9 - 
We'll bave no double Dealing; n 317% - 
But if with me you'll repeat the kme, bak 
1 I'll pardon your paſt Faili 1 7 
B . Sir (but 1 bluſh 3 
= That your Penance is prevailing, ,. 1 a 


„ 8 O N 20. | 
4 A Maiden of late, dtd 6 
1 Whoſe Name was ſweet Kate, «wor wf te 
She dwelt in Lopdon near Alderſgate 3 len Sold 
A Now liſt to my Ditty, declare it I can, 
She wou'd have 2 Child without the Ka 
To a Doctor ſhe came, 1 EE TIT 45a El . 7 
A Man of great Fm, 
Whoſe deep Skill in Phyfick: Report did prockim 5 tr 
Quyoth ſhe, Mr. Doctor, hem me if you an 
Hao I may conceive without belp of a Man. | 
© Then liſten, quoth he, KALE Get = = 
Be Since ſo it muſt den iy 5 11 
This wond' rous ſtrange Mer cle Tu a 
mie nine Pond of . Thunder, fix 1 2752 a! 
And you ſhall conceive vio *r a Man, 
The Wooll of a Frog, 4 * 
The Juice of a | nf 8 
Wel eee Skin is ncht 15 
With the Egg af s;Moon Calf, if ut you em 
9 6 — 


— 


(is 1 1 

The Faith of falſe — 03 494 * 

Wich the Truth of b that at is Gs denied, 
With Feathers of Lobſter well fry'd in a Pan, 
And you ſhall conceive withoot help of a Man. | 

Nine Drops of Rein, 
Brought hither from Spain, 

With the Blatt of x Bellows quite over the Main, 5 
With eight Quarts of Brimſtone brew d in a Bore Ca, 
er 

Six Pottles of Lard © 
beer d fem u Rock bed, en, 

With nine Turkey-Eggs, each 29 mee Yard, 
With a Pudding of Hail-fiones well bak*d z a Pan, 
And you ſhall conceive without Wag ae 2 

Theſe Med'cines are go +. 
And approved have ſtood,” +- 4 

Well temper'd together with a Pottte of Blood; 5 | 
Squeez'd from a. Graſhopper and the Nell of # Swi, 
Verne LC a | 

. 21. 


[ 


A Maids like the golden Ore, it 


Mach bach er ben Kür £% 
Whoſe Worth is never known before 0 
It is try d and impteſt in the Mint, 


Wife is like a 2 
B's with the Name uy ey 8 
Now bere, now there, is bought, or 


* 
And ib current in every Houſe. 1 in. „ 
A 5 N 'G . 1 Wy” 


Matic this, amongſt the Wiſe, 
That Abſcnee cures a Love-licle Mint 3 


And others who philoſophize, ad e 7, A 


Gravely pronounce, That Lore i blinds; Fe: 

Alas ! too well do Lovers ſee, N 

And ſeparated beſt agree. D. we T abut io 

Baniſh me from Belinda's Sight; * Is | 
Or the fond Maid far hence remove aT 

The or we ee tome: ETE cl 


( 16 * | 
q Befieve the Youth you wrongly News wot HT 
Abſence adds Fuel hs, F 
| Between us burning Deſarts place, | IGELE 351 114 
Or trackleſs Mountains hid — 1-60; 524 - 8 
Or let the wide unfathom'd Space t n bak 
Of roaring Seas between us flow: Ot 


Place or not place them, tis all one 1 
Empires have. Bound, but Lore has er A A F; 
Secure us, if you. can ſecare, , . 12 Zo [34 ww F 

| On diſtant Rocks, in Town of Braſs 3 ro BUR 
tf When faithful. Lovers moſt endure; , | © 
iſ Still moſt improv'd. their Mines poles 1882 
in Impriſon her, -impriſon me, u Ain 1107 
In ſpite of Priſons, hos eee CET Hive + 
"Ceaſe then your idle cruel Arts, i wore Rods In 
Recal your harſh Command: TESTS As 
A Deftiny rules over ben 5 
And ho ean Deſtiny withſtand ? | 
In. vain, alas l is human Skill: 19% b w FA 1 
Love; will be Love, do; what you will. Beau? 7 


S O N G23. 


Nymph and a Swain to Apollo once | 
A The Swain had been jilted, CG * 


s betray d; 

Their Intent was to try if his Oracle Ke” 
| F'er a Nymph that was chaſte, on 57 f they rl, 
| Apollo was. ute, and had like t'ave been pos d 15 
But ſagely; at length, he this Secret rg ge 
He alone wont betray in whom none will c 
And the yas ay be fluted that has never envy 

Nymph of the Plain ee e 
By a jolly roar Cx 


Wis addrafi to he Khah +:ee tc ie ne | 021 
But relentleſs I find * 18 . 5 2 1 . 2 
To his Pray rs the a = TIE mot om 


a Manner ſo — Facet, 
—— * 


of 


7 17 

How much he ador*d her, 

© How ofthe led be, | | 
I cannot expreſs 3--- Hen as 
But he lov'd to Excenm. 

And ſwore he ſhauld die x 

If ſhe would not Cs, - 5 bed 

In a Manner ſo ſoſt, ee fen, | 

As ſoon might perſuade her his Paſſjan to meet. A 
While Bluſhes like Roſes, hah 
Which Nature compoſes, oo 
Vermilion'd her. Fac. 
With an Ardour and Grace. 
Which her Lover improved, | | 
When he he had mov ab 16] 

In a Manner ſo ſoft, ſo engaging and ſweet, 

4s bun might perſuade her his Paſſion $9 meet, 97 
When wak'd from the Joy 2 sil u. 1126 


Which their Souls did employ, BRL] : 
From her Ruby wang Ls 
Thouſand Odours he fips, „ bis bor 
be 4th . i] RE 
He faints and he dies, 
In a Manner ſo ſaſt, ſo has. | " 
As ſoon might perſuade her his 12 to . 
But how they ſhall g. | . 
Now becomes all t Fg | 
"Till he vow'd to the Fair, BOS p T 
That to eaſe his own Cave: TY TORY 
He would ſee her again, ont wy OS 
And till then be in Pain, N 6065 
na r ſo ſoft, ſo engaging and ſweet, f 
is ſoon perſuade her his Paſſion to meet. : 
$0. O46. 

A Pedlar proud, as I beard tell, 

He came into a Town 3 £5 7 
ith certain Wares he had to fell,, 
Which he cry'd up and dom: 7 
ind firſt of all he did begin 
With Ribbands, Laces, Points, as Plow 55 
tering,» Girdliog,, Tape, or Fuer "IV * | 


any Coney-ſkins, x Oc 5 


* * 


| (8) a 
I have of your fine perfum'd Gloves, - - „ 
And made of the beſt Doe-Skin'; 1 0 
Such as young Men do give their Loves, 5 
e ee e 1 
Beſides he had many a Prettier Thing,” 
Than Ribbands, &c. 


I have of your fine Necklaces, 
As ever you did behold ; 
And of your Silk Handkerchiefs, -- 
That are lac'd round with Gold : 
Beſides he had many a op Thing: 
/ Than Ribbands, &c 0 * 
Good Fellow, ſays one, and ſmiling 4 £ 
Your Meaſure does ſomewhat pinch re 
Befide you meaſure at that rate, 1 Dig 
It wants above an Inch: f 


And then he ſhew'd her a prettier Thing, "4; 
Ribbands, &c, 257; 
The 


y was pleaſed with-what he had en, | 
nleſs he'd ſhew it her once again, > | 


{ vow'd and did proteſt ; 


She ne'er ſhou d be at reſt: 1 21K | 
With that he ſhew'd her a prettier Thing, Hh 1 
Than Ribbands, &c. 14/1) I 
With that the Pedlar began to huff, ie Wo. | 
And faid his Meaſure was good, mae da 4 
If that the pleaſed to try his Stuff, 7 93 
And take it whilſt it floods . | 
And then he gave her a prettier Thing, Le 


Than Ribbands, &. 
Good Fellow, ſaid ſhe, when come 
Pray bring good ſtore of * i * 
And for new Cuſtomers do not ſing, 
For I'll take all and to ſpare: 
With that ſhe hugg'd his prettier Thing, 5 
Than Ribbands, or Laces, Points, or &. 
S ON G 256. 
A For on ſuch Fools, let the Scoundrels rail, 
15 Let em boaſt of their Liberty: * 
They're no freer-than we, for the World's» Goel, 
And all Men Priſogers be. = $35.4. FD 


—— 


(19) 


The Drunkard's confin'd to his Ce e 
The Miſer to his Store: n Fark 


The Wit to his Muſe and a Garret, a; 
And the Cully Cit to his Whore. 
The Parſon's confin'd to his Pigs, 
The Lawyer to HatredandStrife; 
The Fidler to's Borees and — 
And the — to his Gli 


The Church - man's confin'd to + he 
The 3 a Priſoger to Light: 

The Papiſt is bound to the Devil, 
And the Puritan's fetter d with "i 


Since old Adam's Race are all Prio ner like vs, 55 


Ler us merri qualF and fig: 
2—, why Id we pine 
When we're each of us free as a King, 
S O N G 27. 
A Por on the Times, 
Let em go as they will, 


Tho' the Taxes are grown ſo heavy, 44 6 + 


Our Hearts are our own, - 

And ſhall be ſo till,  —_ 
Drink about my Boys, and be ne. 
Let no Man deſpair, 

But drive away Care, 

And drown all our Sorrow with Claret g 

We'll never repine, 0 

So they give us good Wine, 
Let em take all our Droſs, we can ſpare it, 

We value not Chink, | 

Unleſs to buy Drink, | 
Or purchaſe us innocent Pleaſore; 

When tis gone, we ne er fret, 
So we Liquor can get, 
For Mirth of itſelf is a Tale. 


No Miſer can be | 
So happhas we, 
Tho? — 2 with Riches -he wallow ; 
Day and Night he's in Fear, 
And ne er without Care, + = 
While nothing diſturbs the good Fellow, * 


A : 


Liberty thus, 25 a ED 


* 20 A 
al 89 Banne tier T 
r paſs, „„ 
- Por Natare doth Vene ge,; 97 an 
 _ Drown the ſpruce formal Aſs, ene 
That's afraid of his Face, wr Sino TT 
We'll drink till our Noſeado ine, J ee T 
While we've plen nn, 


We can ne — 4. 9, 
*Tis an An . c of 
And the Lad that drinles nan * 201 K 
; Years ng pi 4 9 25 : #Y 
Pax os tis lng nod e of lve, 

on t a 
A What -a Pother and Sur bas It kept in gd, 
Let the Rabble run mad with Suſpicigns ond, en, 
Let them ſcuffle and jar, till they go hy the Ears; 
Their Grievances never ſhall trouble my Fu. r A 
30 I can enjoy my dear Bottle in State. 4. * 
What Coxcombs were thoſe , who would barter their Paſs; 
And their Necks for a Toy, a thin Wafer and Maſs ; 
At old Tyburn they never had needed ta fwing; 
| Had they been but tme Sabjodtato Drink and their King 5 
A Friend and a Bottle is all my Defign ; 
He has no room for Treaſon, that's top full of Wine. 
I mind not the Members and Makers of Laus; ba 
Let them fit and prorogue, as his Majeſty pleaſe : 
Let them damn us to Woollen, PH never repine 
At my Lodging when dead, fo alive 1 hate Wine 
Vet oft in my Drink 1 can hardly forbear, | | - 
To ſe EO lag 2 Cann e J 


A Preſbyterian ule eri Prey, 
And in the Houſe 4 | 2 
She caught a Mouſe 
| Upon a Sabbath Day, | 4s 
Fhe Miniſter offended at ſuch a Cat Enes, N 
Threw by his Book, KITTEN + Feds he 
The Cat he took, 0 
And | bound berioa Chains yo + bh 


Tos 60 


bs 


* * 2 ** * 
* - 


"7 (52x) | = 
damn d confounded. Creature, ani r 
ald be We 


PH | 
, 
T Think f thou-to throw. 9 21 
To Hell belo ns 25 420 
My holy Wife and me. 8 - 
3 be afured,” run Blood for Boo 
For — erde Mouſe's Life- / wh 5 8 
Upon the Sahbath Da yx. 9 
en vp he took the Bible, and andy he re 
That the great Sin A - 
The Cat was in > ef n 
7 | Might not age be lad + Es $2 
en trait to Execution poor 'Boderam was drawn, 
& | There hang d Gareth 
Upon a Tree, e OV: © | 
While Pref, r e Plalm,/ feet VT 
A N G 30. PF * 8 = 


\ Quire of bright ee 20 lebe * 
o chuſe a May Lady to govern the Tear; 
Allthe Nymphs were in white, an the Shepherd green 
The Garland was giy'n, and Phillis was Queen; | 
ut Phillis refus'd it, and ſighing did ey Ke 
I'll not wear a Gazland while, Pan is away... - * 5 
While Pan and fair Syrinx are fled from the Shore 
The Graces are baniſh'd and Love is no more: 55 
The ſoft God of Pleaſure. that arm d our Defires ' [ 
Has broken his Bow and extinguiſh's his Fires, 
And vows that himfelf and his Mother will mourn. . 
Till Pan. and fair Syrinx in Triumph return. 
orbear your Addreſſes, and us no more, 3 
For we will perform w what t * Deity ſwore: hs 5 
But if you dare thinle of deſerving our Charmm, | 
Away with your Sheep-hooks;, and take ta your Watt 
hen Laurels and Myrtles your Brows hall Wat, | 1 
When Pan and fair Syrime in Triumph returi. * 


155 8 O N 'G 1 | * : ut Þ 1 X 
2% A Refilefs Lover I eſpy d, 1 ve woR 
tac went from Plare to lace, | Mett mod 1 

Lay down and turn d from Sade to .. 1487 


Aud ſometimes on by Tage 3. 


C2) 

ee, i 5 Wett 

In Hopes of iar, 440 
Like one that found: > 
Has Cupid no Phyfician-#-- - 
—— yp! - 
Thea Kiſſes, and tha Smiles 7 1 op vhd'D 
us no Receipt i in thoſe fair Books .” . © *! 
G ir their — +1 1» Is 1 1 267 

1 as wellas wey "© 5 1 

| ore Bas havecod ham - 10 
Pics on work Sexes wounded be, | 
Hath Cupid, &c, 2 | i 25 W36.1.5:. 
Have we ſuch Palſies ard:fach Prim, 0 2 
Sueh Fevere and fuch Tien, ere 7 2 
No lk eſſential chimicke Grains, 1 
No ZEſculapian Wies: 
No Creature can bene the Bun, 1 811 
| And w Wonders — 
; Hath, . N ver] were! +. 5 
l p TH By od 12 wy 
— — e 
* touching of our Fingem Ends, | 
The Paindothipriek our . 
Now I perciva bene B 
ERS 
pever . 


r — 
— Dans — 
87 
* 5 
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- for hea Tema meta Fly? bat ub nen 
For thou an the Face wick fl Mult lie, . 
How now, my Damſel, ſay'f than ine ſo, A 

Thon ſhalt tafte of my'E — you" 4; 
Then he took her und laid Ber upon the 'Owund, | 
———BA OY Te PER © 


*- 
hs " 
i * 14 * * "4 


WC 
cole onder, look yadder, I pxp q 
e Babies that dance in the Shkys: -.! - 
nd now they are vaniht; and no they ap of 
re they will tell Stories'of what we do heres + 
ie till, my dear Chloris, enjoy ahy — 4 get 
178 r the Babes ane too young, and too little to pre. 

e how the Heavens fly fwiſter thay Day, 
iſe quickly, or they will all ron away eee + 
iſe quickly, my Shepherd, qaiekly I tell ye, 1 
or the Sun, Moon and State, are got all in ny Bly, 


4 


4. * LE 


; Dear, where am I 4 I me the be ws ** 
Into my Father's Hogſe hard e e f 
he chance to chide me for wars 0 bez, Ss 
-» WH! cell him the Fumes of your" Bottle was TY | 
| nd now thou haft brought ny Rody to Shame, 
prithee now tell me hat i thy Name. C e 
hy Robin in the Ruſhes my Name is, bo be, . 
ut I think I told her quite'cohtrary. eval 1 5 
een for Robin in the Ruſhes, The did enquire, © |. 
Nat he wy down his Head, and he —. 4 ber ome 
Ns nigh her; 
5 ink J with ode Bye; ns if He had been blind, bs 
2215 r n 7 
F Bo OR N 0 33. ; K $4 — 
Silly Shepherd woo'd, but Wilk got 
How he might his Miſtreſs“ Wen 
ne time they met, but kiſt not, | nai” aut Wl 
5 Ever after that he ſu'd in vaia: 5 12 
me her not; alas l tho” ſlie ſaid 1 nay. bad wen wolf 
#h o him that might, but fled we. Loft bt bow 
{Mime perpetually is changing, 2. 
* Every Moment Alteration. bring g +1] 
ee and Beauty ftill eftringin 2 bsh bag. 
To Women are, alas | hut ene, tact £25.28 
„ WH: that will his Miſtreſs“ Favour bein, A we 
Yo uſt take her in a merry Vein. > ed e whe att 
> Woman's Fancy's like a Feyer,. , 
* A Or an Ague that doth corps by Tin. DER TE ak 23 241 1 
18 and cold, but conſtant never; - S er 26 


Ys 75 57 . 
Ben as the . Humour hits; © 12 4 tte. 


Sick, etl agus e 


In Love it is a Woman's Trick. 


Now ſhe will, r 
Put her to the Trial if once th files | 


Silly Youth, thy Fortune ſpill. not: 
2 Labour oft themſelves beguil': 8 of 86 
He that knocks, and can't get i, 
His Pick- lock is not worth E. 
A Woman's Nay is no Denial, 
Silly Youths of Love are ſerved fo 7 
Put ber to a further Trial, 


Haply the'll take it, and ſay no * 
For it is a Trick which Wemen uſe, - 


Tha ea ey yl 2 

-Silly Youth, why doſt thow dal? 
Having got Time and Seaſon fit, 

Then never ſtand, Sweet, ſhall I ? 


x. 1:5 


7 
Nor too mach commend an Aſter- 


For he that will not when he may, 
in, Jo. ſhall 8 


34. TOP 
A bai bao ery Tis, 11 
Had once a douhtful Strife, Sir, 7s v1 


When he w 
8 


To make a Maid a Wife, 8 
Whoſe Name was Buxom Joan; 


| Whoſe Name was Burom Jn. | 

For now the Time was ended _ 
When ſhe no more intended 
To lick her Lips at Man, . 

Nor gnaw the Sheets in vainn 
And lie a-Nights — "os . ; 
The Soldier ſwore like Thunder 
He lov*&her more than Plunder; 3. 
And ſhew'd. her many 
bam he had 


brought froim fit, *. 
ting for her Sake. „ 
The Taylor thought to pegs her, 
By off ring her his M | 
The Tinker too, with Mev, 80 
Said he wou'd mend her Kettle, | 
And top up ev" ry Leak. 22 


Ns pon ET * 
at while t were 

The Sailor flily waiting; 3 
Thought, if it came about, Sir, ECL » 


That they ſhould all fall out, Sir, 5 1 


He then might play his part: 


And juſt e' en as he meant, Sir, 25 SO 


To Loggerheads they went, Sn” 

And then he let fly at her 

A Shot *twixt Wind and Water, i 
Which won this fair Maid's Heart. 


A Southland vz that » was DP bonoys, 


Had for a ſuitor anorland Jabay; „ 


But by -_ fican - baſhfu* wooer, 

That he cou'd ſcarcely ſpealc unto her. | 
- Till blinks of e hopes o her ſiller. 
Forc'd him at laſt to tell his end tll her, ; | 
My dear, quoth he, we Il na rtarry, 8 
Gin ye can loo me, let's der the march, and marrys 

Hh: Sur,” ; : 
Come, come away, then, my norland laddie, 
Tho“ we gang neatly, ſome are mair gaudy ; 
And albeit I have neither gowd not money, 
Come, and I'll ware my beauty on thee. ; 
HEX. 

Le laſſes of the ſouth, ye're 1 for dreſſiag; Y 
Laſſes of the north, mind milking and threſhing 3 


My minny wad be angry, and ſae wad my dady, 2 


3 ane as dink as a lady. 
For I maun hae a wife that will riſe in motning, = 
Crudle a* the milk, and keep the houſe a ſcaulding, 
Toolie with her nibours, and learn at my minny, 
A norland Focky maun hae a norland Jenny. 


SHE. 
My father's only daughter and 828 ante pound, 
Shall never be beſtow d on fic a filly clown | 
For a Sin whole ve, 5 
One hame, nn arent Fa. 


1 * 


4 
e DN ET IITD 


* "$7 I © as / 
* 


* 


Too late you'd aſk F orgiveneſs, 


: 9 2600 
8 N 8 K 
A Spouſe I do hate, 


For either ſhe's falſe or the's jealous 5 


But give us a Mate, 
Who nothing will aſk us, or tell . 
She ſtands on no Terms, _ _. 
Nor chaffers by way of Indenture, 
Her Love for your Farms 3j' 
But takes a kind Man at a Venture. 


If all prove not right, 
Without aq AR, Proceſs or Warning, 
From Wife for a Night 
You eye dro TR Why," 
When Parents are Slaves, 
Their Brats cannot be any mow, 7 
Great Wits and great Braves - 
Have always = Pank to 9 1 5 Mother. 


$0 N.G 37. 


Swain of Love deſpairing, _ 
A Thus wail'd his erwel Fate $ 


Z : His Grief the Shepherds ſharivg,, 


In Circles'round him fat. 


The Nymphs in kind 


The luckleſs Lover mobrn'd ; 3 
All who had felt the Paſſion, 

A Sigh for Sigh return d. 
O Friends, your Plafnte give over, 
© Your kind Ooficert forbear 3 3 


| Shou'd. Chloe but difcoyer, * 


For me you'd thed a Tear = 


Her Eyes ſhe'd arm wth, Ven 


Your Friendſhip ſoan bd; 7 


"> 


And for her Mercy ſue. 


- Her Charms ſuch Force Gleover, © ys” 


Reſiſtance 5 15 vain 5 vi 
te of your ou e 
* N eee 


— 


in. + 


%*; 8 —_— 


_— 


She has ten thouſand Graces, © 


(27 5 
Her Wit the Flame ineteaſe, +» 
And rivets faſt the Dart; | 


And each could gain a Heart. 


But oh ! one more deſervin 885 
Has thaw'd her frozen "Ft E 

Her Heart to him devoting, ch 
She's cold to all the reſt. * | o 

Their Love with Joy abounding "a 
The Thought diſtrac 7 my Brain; 4 

O cruel Maid! Then —_ ci | | 
He fell upon the Plain. 5 : 


s O * + | 

A Swain untavght in Arts bf Love, 
Whom Love cou'd ne*er- ſubdue, 

Obſequious bows, but never dies; © 


Oft pleaſing views with wiſhing * 1 


Myra and Chloe too. 


The ſoothing Virgin, at whoſe re 
The Youth firſt lowly” fell, e 
With courting Eyes and ſmooth Deceit PL OS 
His ev'ry Offer ſeems to greets © © © 

And liſtens to his Talmee. 2 
But Chloe ſhe, a wanton 11% 2 DIEM 
Whoſe Beauties well prevail d, „ 
With wav'ring Mind oft Love + BY 
And if-hee ſecret. Heart comply * 1 


/ Yet Affechstion fail d. dtp SS 


Now truſt me, fair one, wou wou'd you with. 
The Swain might ceaſe to-rove, - e 


Of fieady; Temper always be, 


From Fooliſh Affectation fre, 
And each with Caution loves |: 
Let Chloe leave affecting Pride, 2 | 
Myra from Fraud repair; | ? 


kn Heart (believe . howe? e it bums, 


To one of you at length retutns; + 
acl W ey! 


» 


£64664 


12 
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(8) 


$ONG 39. 


A Starving Life all Day we lead, 
No Comfort here is found ;- 
At | icht we make one common Bed, 1 
i don the boarded Ground, 5 
Wher leas i in Troops, and Bugs in Shoals, r 
Into our Boſoms creep, „ 
And Death - wateh Spiders round the Win 
Diſturb us in our Sleep. 


Were Socrates alive; and bound 
With us to lead Life, ; 


*Twould move his Patience far b 
His crabbed, ſcolding Wife: 
Hard Lodging, and much harder Fare, 
Would try the wiſeſt Sage, 
«Nay, even make a Parſon ſwear, 
And curſe this ſinful Age. 


Thus we Inſolvent Debtors live 1 
| Yet we may boldly ſay, ne 
+ Worſe Villains often Golly ire 
Than thoſe thiat never pa 
For wealthy Knaves can with Arbe, 
Cheat on, and ne er N 2s 4 be. 
But in contempt of human Low, POT 
In Coaches ſafely ride. Eee ain ts 
8 ON. 'G „„ 
A Taylor, good Lord, in the Time of Veration, | _ 
When Cabbage was ſcarce, and whit — 
„ b. x 
or t e of good Ia wer 2 
Jo one that fold Ale in a ene * 1 
Now a Louſe made him itch ; fi 
| Here a Scratch,” there 2 binds," I 812 . 2281 
And ſing Cucumber, Cucumber "vg | 
One Day the came up, when at Work in bis Gene, 
To tell what he o d, that his Store r 0 
Says he, it e's right I declare it; 10 © 
3 Joys Ge, che n I hope yo will geren i . an 
No a Louſe, Ke.. 8 


IF ? 
* 


(29) 
Says Prick-Louſe, my Jewel, I love you molt u, 
1 2 3 
Ay, only, ſays ſhe, for the Juice of my Barley, 
And other good Drink i my Cellar below. ; 
Now a Louſe, &c. £4 
Says he, you miſtake, "ta for forhething that's better, 
Which I dare not name, and you care not to ſhow. 
— ve! 
t is it you mean, and w grow 
Now a Lack, de.. 
Says he, 'tis n Thing that ber never a Handle 
Tis hid in che Datk, and it lies Spec 
Said ſhe, then I fear that you moſt Candle, 
Or elſe the wrong Way you =? na cot cds 
Now a Louſe, & e. 
Says he, was it darker than ever was Charcoal, 
Tho' I never was there, yet the Way de 1 
Says ſhe, if it be ſuch a terrible dark Hole, 
Don't offer to grope out your Wey tot os. 
Now a Louſe, Ke. 
Says he, you ſhall ſee I-will quickly he at it, A 
For this is, oh this is the Way that I'll go. 
Says ſhe, do not touzle me ſo, for I bate it, 1 
I vow by menden | 
So they both went to work, OG: + 
Now a Kiſs, then a Ne ct £3 wel+ 199 
And äng Cucumber „ Cocuntber, bo. 
The Taylor aroſe whert the Bofineſs was over 5' 
Says he, you will rub out the Score ere you go: 
Says ſhe, 1 | ſhall not pry fo dear for a Lover, 
I'm not ſuch à Fool I would . you to know 5 
Now a Louſe made him itch, {oh : 
Here a Scratch, there a Stitch), 
| And fng Cucumber, Cucumber ho. 
8 O N 8 42. 
A gers Char in Cola mt, 1 | 
Lovers at her Feet: I 
— i 


— 
* 


* 
19, + 


bu 


A Tory, a with x a x FR " 20s 15 


2 


Not want of Pity in the Fair, 
' Wiſe Caution, and not proud 


| And tho? for Life I've ſworn to part, 
Still, ſhou'd the dear Falſe Man return, | | 
His flatt ring Tongue would kill my | 


Tz) 


But Worth in Man, defeats his ruy r r * 
Diſdain, 
Preſerves ſo long her Virgin Reign. 
O N G.-: aa: 
A Thouſand Ways to wean my Heart 
P ve try'd, yet can't remove him, . 


For Life, I find I love him. 
And with new ' Vows purſue me, 


And ſtill, e 


- O'er a Tub of ſtrong Ale 1 
| Met, in Ayleſbury Vale, 

Where liv'd a plump Laſs, they call'd Nene Wen! 4 
The Tory a Londoner, proud and high, - 
The Whig was a Tradefman plaguey ſly, | 
The Trimmer a Farmer, but merry and a . 

And thus they their Suit began. t r e 

Pretty Nancy, we re come to put in our Claim; 

Reſolv d _ Wedlock's pleafing Game 4 

Jacob the Big, : 
4 illiam the Whig, 
And Roger the Grigg,, | | 

Jolly Lads as eber werebuckVd in Girdle faſt; Y 7 

Say which will you chuſe, V Wied a 
Jo tye with a Nooſe? 
For a Wife we muſt carry, whate'er.comes on t 4 
Thhen think upon' t, ; 
You'll ne'er be ſorry when you hive don't; * 
Nor like us the worſe for our wooing ſo blunt; 
Then tell us who pleaſes beſt. N 
The Laſs, who was not of the Motion fy, 
* The ripe Years of her .., HO 


-* 


Being twenty and five, * 

To the Words of her Lovers firait made =. 3 
I find you believe me a Girl worth Go 

Mad J 2 1 lke © ny Copyohold5 | 


FR 


© 7 : 
i. 


(31) 
Add Gnee Fortune favours the Briſk and W 
| One of ye I mean to try, 
But I'm not for you, vor Sacheverel's Cauſe, = 
Nor you with your Toady a „ 
No Jacob the Big 3 
No William the Whig,” © © © 
But Roger the Gri 1. 
With his Mirth and Mildne rr) pleaſe me can 1 5 
"Tis him I will ehuſe 
For the conjugal Nooſe : © | FA 
So that you, the Church Bully, may rave e = 
And you may cant, 1 
Till both are impeach'd in Parliament; 1 A 
"Tis Union and Peace that the tion de; TA 
So I'm for a moderate Man. | | 
Trifli - ee 
riflin beiin: 
Ar Hen wir Trifi, 20 ended 4 
All trifling People draw nearr 
And I ſhall be nobly attended. 
Were it not for Trifles a few, e 
That lately have come into Play, 
The Men would want . 
And the Women want ſomething to 
What makes Men trifle in dreſſing? 
Becauſe the Ladies, they. know, . 
Admire, by often poſſeſſing, 
That eminent Trifle a Beau. 
When the Lover his Moments bas trifled, 
The Trifle of Trifles to gain, 
No ſooner the Virgin is rifled, _ ＋ 
But. a Trifle ſhall part them again. 3 ** 
What mortal Man would. be able Ag | 
At White's half an Hour to fit? | x | 
Or who cou'd bear a Tea-Table,  - BR 
Without taking Trifles for Wit? 4 
The Court is from Trifles ſecure ; wan$ Ha 165 2 
Gold Keys are no Trifſes, we ſee . _ N 
White Rods are no 'Trifles.I'm ſure, $4 i 
Whatever their Bearers may be. 


> 


Jas) 


E, 


4 


1 
my 


A Coach with Six Footmen T4 Ss De 
I count os | hom 55 Sin 3 5 
But, ye Gods 0 * oy 
| E A fandalous Trifle - within ctr gre 
A Flaſk of Champagne, : Pal think is 7 
Bur if pee mm none 
You'll find it no Trifle, by Un. E 
A Parſop un Triſſe at Se, 3 
A Widow's a Trifle in Sorrows r; - 
A Peace is a Trifle to daz . 
Who knows what may happen to morrow ? £4 
A Black-Coat a Trifle may Cloak, © © 8 55 
Or to hide it a Red may endeawvar 3 
But if once the Army broke, jo 
We ſhall have more Trifles thas-eves. 


The Stage is a Trifle ſay, 
eee # 


_ Becauſe that wad ho hs 
| But with People's Malice to Wt 


The Hþuſe they with Tr 
And to ſet us all on a Foot, © 


The Author of this is a Trifle, 1 
| | And his Song 84 Trifle — | 
S © N G &4; 
A Very pretty Fancy, «ate Es owe” 
A very pretty Fancy a brave galtants _ 
E juſte come from France, a very pretty Fancy 
E juſte come from France, toute*nouveau;  - 


Dei ing bed tv Pit offs prot mag 

| City of Londre 

Det fill every Part of de Vorld vid nee, 
| and Vonder, 

Here de cunning French, de vi Ilan and Sr 


runne, 
. | 1 And 


3). SY 


yan" e, to tzet quarter of de 


aol fr de Dro Ut male de Pleaſure for this 
ewn 


Dey Ro many, fo fine; ſo pleaſant, ſo cheap 1 never 


- OW de Hay. lia kei vere de Italian Operado ſweet- 
I nd 
Dat = 2 de brave Gentry nd ture tas Inte to 
ſand Pound. 


Here be de famous Comedies of de Vorld,, ge troupe 
* Italien, a 
bit make a de poor Engliſh veep, becauſe dey vil troupe 
| home agen; | 
De toder Place be Madamoiſelle Violante ſhew # tou- 
fand Trick, 
She 3 "4e rope tem beg bi and never break 
ECK. 
Here oo viſe Managers der all de: Viſdom of deir 


pt make 6 fe ting msn Abricc in Dry | 


See 150 dey turn about, br dit on Diverſion, in de 
Flying Chair : A 
v prodigious Free get vi never be dx touſand Ya: 
8 0 N 8 — —_— 
A Virgin once was walking along 8 IO If 
In the ſweet Month "of Fu, , 
Blooming, beautiful, and r 
She met with a — unruly 
Within his Arms the Nymph 4 eutbt, , 
8 he lov'd her truly ß 
e Maid remember d, the Man _ E 
What paſs'd in the Miounh of . 
87 0 N. 1. e mec 
A Wig that's full, d 
8 An empty Skull, n 
A Box of mot; „ We £ why *15-4 
A hat ne ex made: N 2 
To fit his Head, | 
No more than that to plot. . 


E A 


ey 


DE 
15 f. 
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(35). 


s o A g. 
orthy London Prentice 
Came to his Love by by Night z | 
The Candles they were lighted, 
The Moon did ſhine ſo mal 
e knocked at the Door, 
To eaſe him of his Pain; | 
the roſe and let him in, Low: | 
And went to Bed again, Pr FA 
e went into the Chamber, 
Where his true Love did lie 3 
She quickly gave Conſent, _ 
For to have his Company: 
the quickly gave Conſent, 
The Neighbours peeping out; 
zo take away Jour ow Hand, Lore, 
Let's blow Candle out. Pha 
would not for a Crown, Love, 
My Miſtreſs ſhould it know; 
in my Smock ſtep down, Lov! 
| And I'll out the Candle blow ; © 
The Streets they are fo nigh, 
And the People walk >, 
ome may peep in and Th 19 
Let's blow the Candle out 
ſy Maſter and my Miſtreſs | 
Upon the Bed do lie, 
moying one andther, "© 
Why ſhould not yo and 4 7 
My Maſter kiff'& my Miſtreſs | 
Without any Fear or Doubt 3. 
nd we ll kiſs one another, . EST ©; g 
Let's blow the Candle tt. 
prithee ſpeak more 99 FED 3 bin biin 
Of what we have o dog | * Rb anTs 
Should make our. — < me" +a db 
ir kiſſing one another 
Will make no evil Rout, 
* oben let us nom be filent, 
4nd blow the Cie out. 


03%) 
ein doing, - 
; e ſtay : ; bf 1 3 f 
She ſtrove to blow „ eee ee 
And puſh'd his Hand r 8 
The young Man was fo. 85 : : 
8 To lay his Arms about ;- was 
But ſhe cry'd, I pray, Love, © 
.  - Let's blow the Candle out. 
As this young Couple ſported, .. 
The Maiden ſhe . . 
But when the Candle e . 
Alas | I do not know 5 © . 5 . 
Said ſhe, I fear not now, Sir, 
My Maier or my Dame; ane : 
And * this Couple did, Sir, 
Alas | 1 dare not name. 
S S O'N "IE 
AWretch long tortur'd with 
That hourly 2 bot 5 in d, 
The Rig ee = = © 
| Veuchſafe, oh Pow'r, th orig : Aid 55 = A 
B 
f 


| Teach me to gain the cried 

| 1 Juices take the Loyar's. 5-36 rp 
7 - his wan Looks, a e, 171 1 
Tubus to the jolly God i tos 1.7 11 M 

| And thus thejolly God reply 43 Mans 009) 

Give Whining o'er, be briſk al. , {500 g's 
An quaff the ſneaking Foxy away,3.. JA 
Wi dane Mei gare tbe Fi ee 1 10 
IN 9k G In\ 


The Way to conquer i ok om 
The Swain purſu d the God's: Alvice "* 
The Nymph was now no longer nice. ;-wald « 
Ws and pens Sex's Minds | 

ng, we 
8 are 9 13 
e Fer... 0 5 A rl bit: 


A 
255 £1 15 r 20 1 6 No s 
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( 37 
A S O NG gg... 


He. A den Bas while my native green Plains, N 
My neareſt Relations, and neighbouring Swains, 
Dear Nelly, * theſe I'd ſtart eaſily free, 
Were Minutes not Ages, while abſent from thee. a 
She. Then tell me the Reaſon thou does not obey. 
The Pleadibgs of Love, but thus hurries away ? 
Alake l thou Deceiver, o'er plainly I ſee, 
A Lover ſae roving will never mind we. 
He, The Reaſon unhappy is owing to Fate, 
That gave me a Being without —_— | | 
Which lays a Neceſſity now upon me, | 3 
To purchaſe a Fortune for Pleaſure to thee, | 


She. Small Fortune may ſerve where Love has the Sway, 
ben, Johny, be. counſell' d na langer to ſtray; 
For while thou prove conſtant in Kindneſs to me, | 
Contented T'll ay find a Treaſure in thee. | | 
tg, He. O ceaſe, my dear chramer, elſe ſoon I'll l 1 
A Weakneſs unmanly, and quickly give way | 
. WH To Fondneſs which may prove a Ruin to thee, 
2 A Pain to us baith, and Dithonour to me. : 
TY She, Bear witneſs, ye Streams; and witneſs, Flow'rs, 
: Bear witneſs, ye watchful inviſible Pow rs 4 | 
If ever my Heart be unfaithful to thee, 
May naithing propitiqus e er ſmile upon me. 
S O-N-:G : 53. 


the Pleaſures and Follies of Love, 
or a Paſſion more noble my Fancy does move 3 
Shepherd is dead, and I lire to proclaim 3 5 
In ſorrowful Notes my Amyntas his Name: 9 
-Nymphs reply when they hear me complain, 298 

ſhall ſee thy Amyntas again; oF 
For Death has befriended him, 

Fate has defended him; | 
None, none alive is ſo happy a 


You Shepherds and Nyiziphs, that have dane d to ted 5 
Come help me to ba ee bis Praiſe, x 
No Swain for the Garland durſt with him diſpute, 


11 oh ho lyect were his Notes,” _— 2s to his _— 


* - . 


{ Us. . Theta charting foods rope ching'd to" Werging: 


a — SOT 
R 


1 
Then come to his Grave, and your Kindnefs purſue, 
To weave him a Garland with Cypreſs and Yew; 
For Life hath forſaken him, 5 
Death hath o'ertaken him, | 
No Swain again will be ever fo true. | 
Then leave me alone to my wretched Eftate, 
I loft him too ſoon, and'Tlov'd him too late 
You Echo's, and Fountains, my Witneſſes prove 
How deeply I ſigh for the Loſs of my Love: 
And now of our Pan, whom we chiefly adore, © 
This Favour I never will ceaſe to implore ; ; 
That now I may go above, | 
And there enjoy my Love, 

Then, then I never will part wirh him more. 
| „ „ oh oY CONE 

g A Dieu, ye pleaſant Sports and Plays, 
| Farewell each Song that was diverting, 

Love tunes my Pipe to mournful Lays, 
I fing of Delia and Damor's' Parting. © 
Long had he lov'd, and long conceal'd 

Ihe dear, tormenting, pleaſing Paſſion, 

Till Delia's 'Mildneſs had prevailed _ 
On him to ſhew his Inclination. 
Juſt as the Fair - one ſeem'd to give 

A patient Ear to his Love - Story, 
Damon muſt his Delta leave, 
To ye of toilſome Glory. 
Half-ſpakken Words hung on their Tongue, 

Their Eyes refus d their uſual Meeting, 
And Sighs fopply's their wonted Sang, 


Dear Idol of my Soul, adieu 3 _ 0 1 
Ceaſe to lament, hut ne g to love me: 
While Damon lives, he livgg for you, 
No other e hald yep, A. 
Alas l who knows, When parted far 
From Delia, but e 5 
The Thought deſtroys my Heart with Care, 
Adieu, my Dear, I fear, for 


- 


4z 


. 
3 „ 8 o N 0 


. 
. 


9 


Ab! what a Pleaſure it is to difcover 


NC what a Joy, &c. 


39 
 $.0*F: c 10. | 
FTER the fierceſt Pangs of hot De | 

A Between Panthea's riſing Breaſts - * | oh 

His bending Breaſt Philander reſts; 
Tho? vanquiſh'd, yet unwilling to retite, 
Cloſe hugs the Charmer; and, aſham'd to yield, 
Tho? he has loft the Day, yet keeps the Field. 


When, with a Sigh, the fair Panthea . 
What Pity tis, ye Gods, that all 
The nobleſt Warriors ſooneſt fall: 

Then, with a Kiſs, the. gently rear'd his Head, 
Arm'd him again to fight, for nobly ſhe 
More lov'd the Combat than the Victory. 

But more enrag d, for being beat before, 

With all his Strength he does prepare 
More fiercely to renew the War; 

Nor ceas*d he till the noble Prize he bore : | 
Ev*n her ſuch wond*rous Courage did ſarprizez © © 
She hugs the Dart that wounded her, - 1 r e ol 

0 en «or drup || 
Frer the Pangs of a deſp*rate Lover,  . 
When Day and Night I have fch'd all in min, 7 


In her Eyes Pity, who cauſes my Pain. N 
Ah ! what a Pleaſure it is to diſcover,„ 1 
In her Eyes Pity, who cauſes my Pain. 9228 * 
When with Unkindneſs our Love at a Stand is, th 
And both have puniſh'd ourſelves with the Pain, 5 20 
Ah! what a Pleaſure the Tovch of her Hand We”; + 
Ah ! what a Pleaſure to preſsit again, 33 
Ah! what a Pleaſure, c. 


When the Denial comes fainter and fainter, | © © 
And her Eyes give what her Tongue does deny, 
Ah ! what a Trembling I feel, when I venture. 

Ah! what a Trembling dves uſher my Joy. nun Bag 
Ah! what a Pleaſure, 8c, | A d ; 
When, with a Sigh, ſhe accords me the Blecßag, . 
Frog her Eyes twinkle *twixt: Pleaſure _— Pan =: 

W 


hat a Joy tis, beyond all Expreſſing. 
Ah! what a Joy ä Shall we agi 


8 ON 


COR 
S ON 36. 
Al H! bright Belinda, hither bg 
And ſuch-a Light diſcove 
As may the abſent Sun ſopply, 
And cheer the drooping Lover, 


Ariſe, my Day, yith ſpeed ariſe, * 
And all my Sorrows banith ; 

Before the * of thy bright Eyes 

All gloomy Errors vaniſh. 


No longer let me figh in van, 
And curſe the hoarded Treaſure 2 
Why ſhould you love to give us Pain, 
When yon were made for Pleaſure, 


The petty Pow is of Hell deſtroy, 
1 To fave's the Pride of Heaven; 
To you the firſt, if you · proye coy 
”” If kind, the laſt is given, 4 


The Choice ſure's not hard to males. 
|  Betwixt the Good and Evil; 

Which Title had you rather 7 
My Goddeſs, or my Devil 7 


S O0 N G g. 
AH! Celia, that I were but ſure e 
Thy Love, like mine, cov'd füll endure rw 
That Time and Abſence, which deſtroy , CE 
The Cares of Lovers, and their Joy, 
Cov' d never rob me of that Part 
ouh ve given me of your Heart 
= yd * poſſeſs 1 75 ; ; 
Whole mg and boaft that Happinefs 2 | 
Twas nobler Fortune to divide ei n 
The Roman Empire in her Pride, 2 $544 x96 & 
Than on ſome low and barb'rous Throne 
Obſcurely plac'd, to rule alone. eff; vader! 1 
Love only from thy Heart exaQts - 
The ſeveral Debts thy Face contracts, 
| And by that new and juſter Way, 
in Secures thy Empire and his Sway: 
Fav'ring but one, he might compel 


fo 


£ * * 
. 


The ee ws 1 l. Bot 


Put 


285 64 
at ſhou'd be other Hearts thus ſhare, rs 
hat in the whole ſo worthleſs are; : 
hou'd into ſeveral Squadrons draw _ 

hat Strength,” which kept entire wou'd awe ; 

Men would his ſcatter'd Pow r deride. 

2d conqu' ring him, thoſe Spoils divide. 


S O N . i. 


Since I parted from thee, . I'm a Stranger to Reſt; 
fly to the Grove, there to languiſh and mourn, 


here ſigh for my Charmer, and long to return. 


ut they ſmile all in We N Chloe s away: 
be Field and the Grove can afford me no Eaſe 
at bring me my Chloe, Deſart will pleaſe, | N 


o Virgin I ſee that my Boſom alarms, 1 
m cold to the faireſt, tho” glowing with Charms; 775 
vain they attack me, and ſparkle the Eye, 

heſe are not the Looks of my 'Ehloe, I cry. 


nd, ſmiling, diffuſes his Influence round; 


bus gaz d thee with Wonder, and lov'd while I gaz d. 

ben, red the dear Fair-one was ſtill in my 95 

t was Pleaſure all Day; it was Rapture all Night: 

ut, now by hard Fortune remoy*d from my F ar, 

n ſecret to languiſh, a Prey to Deſpair. a | 
but Abſence and Torment abate not my Flame, Ws | 

y Chloe's ſtill charming, my Paſſion the ſame ; 

D] would ſhe preſerve me a Place in her Breaſt, by 


S ON G * 
\ H! Chloris, could I no but ſu 
As unconcern'd, as when 
our infant Beauty could beget 
No Happineſs, nor Pain. 


And prais'd the coming Day, 
little thought that riſing Fire 
8 take my Reſt _ 54 


T 


A Hl Chloe, thou Treaſure, thou Joy. of my Bra, 


The Fields all around me ate miling, Ear... Fen 


heſe Looks whiere bright Love like the Sun ſits cache a, ö 


Twas thus I firſt view'd thee, my Charmer, Wt | 


hen Abſence would pleaſe me, for IL would be blet * 


en OO, , 


1 


15 4 8911 .. 


'Your Charms in harmleſs Childhood 11, 0 64] Þ" 
, As Metals in a Mine | 
"Age from no Face takes more away, 
Than Youth conceal'd in thine, | n 
But as your Charms inſenſiblỹx7 3 by 
To their Perfection preſt; 
So Love, as unperceiv'd did „ 
And center'd in my Breaſt,” N 
My Paſfion with your Beauty „ 
6 While Cupid at my Heart, gens I. Wh 
Still as his Mother favour'd you, e gen a F 
 *"Threw a new flaming Dart. mo my 
E S O N E Mill 
A! Chloris, tis time to diſarm your b E Mur 
9 A And lay by thoſe terrible Glances; e " Hap 
We live in an Age that's more civil and wiſe, _ The 
Than to follow the Rules of Romances, , | Lite 
® When once your round Bubbies begin but to pout, Nor 
They'll allow, you no long Time of Courting z _ Defir 
And you'll find it à very bard Taſk to hold out; 0 Pc 
For all Maidens are mortal at Fourtee. Like 
' © et BroQaeNi 60's 55 In 
A H1 How ſweet it is to. love! Wines: Ther 
5 Ah ! bhowigay is young Deſire! | (V 
And what pleaſing Pains we prove. * 


When firſt we feel a Lover's Fire 

Pains of Love are ſweeter faoe r 4 
Than all other Pleaſures are. 

Sighs which are from Lovers blown, 

Dio but gently heave the Heart: 

* __ Ev*n the Tears they ſhed alone, 
Cure, like trickling Balm, their Smart, 
Lovers, when they loſe their Breath, 

Bleed away, an eaſy Death, 


Love and Time with Rev rence uſe, 
Treat em like a parting ing Friend; 
Nor the golden Gifts refuſe, ' 
Which in Youth fincere they lend, 
For each Year their Price is more, 


And they leſs ſimple than before. 


g + « 43 JN 
Love, like Spring-Tides, full and high, 
Swells in ev'ry youthful Vein: + ave 
But each Tide does leſs ſupply, .,, 
Till they quite fhrink i nnn. r 
If a Flow in Age appear, 3 
'Tis but Rain, and runs not clear... 
8. 0 N . &; 6. f 
H! bow ſweet to ſee her Eyes 
Rolling in their humid Fires, 0 

When the Nymph extended lies 


Conſcious Red her Face o'er- —_—_— 
And bet heaving Boſom riſing; 

Milky Paths to Raptures leading 

Murmuring Sighs her Joys diſguiſing. 

Happy Lovers only know 

The Bliſs that from conſenting Lovers hed 


Liſten then to young Defire, - | 
Nor with your Pride againſt your Blis empire 
Defire, like a faithful Friend,  _ ond 4 
| Perſuades ſubſtantial Pleaſure ; | 
Like Chymick Boaſts your Pride wow. 

In meer imagin'd Treaſure. 
Then ſure the Strife you'll ſoon decide 

(What can your Scruples move ?), 
Betwixt the : fickly Glare of Pride, 

And gen'rous Warmth'of Love. 


S O N G 


yes, 


oe 
* 3 


And boaſt that ſo it dies. 


M. But when all Mortals are deſtroy d, 5g 
Who then ſhall fog: your Praiſe * 
W. Thoſe who are fit to be employ d; 
e n 
O N. 10 64. 2 
She, A H! Love, if a God thou vin be, 


R e Ye 


Gs 


\ 


Full of Love and warm Defires ? ? 5 


M. A H ! lovely Nymph, the OY: 's en 4. 81 
Veil, veil thoſe cruel Eyes. #40 
W. The World may thenin Flames e, 88 


. 
4 « * 


Do Juſtice in Favou- of me een x 


5 m ” | 
- A Man with a Beard; £1 
Who, as I have heard, | £ 
Has often undone 
Poor Maids that have none, wp Net 3 
With ſighting, and toying, = 746 94H as wo 
And crying, and lying, ads bics. nigh 2: 
And ſuch kind of Eoolery, 

He, Fair Maid, by your Leave, , 
My Heart does recene: + e 
Strange Pleaſure to meet r 3 $. + 
Fray tremble not to, ee | 
Nor offer to go, ee T 396k e 
I'll do you no Harm, I 7 A See 
I'll do you no Harm, I — n | 
She. My Mother is ſpinning at Home, 
My Father works hard at the. Lem, 

And we are a milking come; 


Tbeir Dinner they unt, 
Then pray ye, Sir, don't: F 
Make more ado ont, ** 8 


Nor give us Aﬀrontz 
We're none of the To˙m 158 
Will lie down for a. Crown, : 

Then away, Sir, and give us Room, 
He. By Phobus, by Jove, | 
By Honour, by Love; 3 

I'Il do thee, dear Sweet, no * * 
Thou'rt freſh as a' . „ 
I want one of thoſe; En” n 
Ah! how e ONS N 

Ah ! how ſuch a Wife would charm! 


She: And can you then like the old Rule, 
» Be conjugal, Jars and dull jv 
And marry, and look like a Fol? 

For I muſt be 

All Tricks are in vain ; 3 W 
There's nothing can gain EQ. 

What yay would obtain, er 

Like moving and pro.] ng 

By Wedding, true n 


225 at School. 


( 


e . ̃]⁰ A ],, r " 
i — — — — ” > — —— apoor_ — 
ä a _ * a . N a 


, (6.45 , 
He, I'Il do't by this Hand, 
Tve Houſes and Land, 
tate too in good Free- hold 3 

My Dear, let us join, 

It all ſhall be tine 
ſides a good Purſe of Gold, - | 
fides a good Purſe of Gold, © 
She, You make me now bluſh,” I vow 4 
h me ! ſhall I baulk my Cow? © 
at fince the late Oath you have baue, 
Your Soul ſhall not be | 
In Danger for me; 

I'll rather agree 
Of two to make threes _ 
We'll wed, and we'lI bed, 
Th: s no more to be ſaid, 


I'll ne'er go a milking moe. 1 
e PR 


While there was not any 
all the North had Pow'r to win 7e, 
But Jockey only to his nm * y 
Cera Lad in all the Nation 


jockey, when inthe Poſſeſſion 

Of Jenny in her early Charms. 

Jenny. Had you ſtill addreft me, 

$ once you careſs'd me, | * 1 
one other Lad had e' er  polſeſs's n 2 
But thine alone I now had been; 
ad I ever been in Vogue Wye, 


d had ye Iet none elſe collogue . 


ot rambled after Katharine Ogie, 5 00 


I'd ſped as well as any Queen. 1 5 
hockey. Maggy of . 

— my only Darling, 152 . 

ſho ſings as ſweet. as any Starling, 

And . N a 1 Alu; 


4 


— — - a 4 _ 
"IN FA Es Sears Go a ˙¹¹1 edi ee eb Ms, 2 . 


ockey. A H! my fickle Jenny, b 12 p 


Jas in ſo happy a Station © = e 


182 wet? 3 * 82 4 3 


a Magey h fo kind e- N D 
If Fate was ready now to end her, 
Cou'd I but from the Stroke 1 
1d die, if he would Maggy ſpare. 
enny. Sa me careſſes, 
Whoſe Bagpipe ſo pleaſes, 14610 
That my poor Heart ne er at Eaſe is, 
But when we are together baith.y 
I'd fo heartily befriend him 
If Fate was ready, now to end him, _ 
Couꝰd I but from the Stroke defend . 
Ten Thouſand times I'd ſuffer Death. 


Jockey. Come, let's leave off this Fooling, | 
My Heart ne'er was cooling, 

None ever there but thee was ruling, 

But thus our Hearts we fondly try. 

Jenny. To thy Arms if I ſhou'd reſtore _ 
Shou'd all the Lairds 3 i'th' Land yes 

Nay, our good King himſelf ſue for x 

With thee I'd ever dive and die, 


| 8 9 N G 66, 
A 11 Pills why are you lefs 7 
To my deſpairing Amour?“ 
Your Heart you have promis'd to ek, 
Do not deny the Retour: i FEY 
My Paſſion I cannot defendre, 
No, no, Torments encreaſe. * les loan. | 
To forget your kind Slave is cruglle, 
Can you expect my Devoir ; 
Since Phillis is grown;infadelle, 
And wounds me at ev'ry/ — 
'Thoſe Eyes which avere once agreeable, 
Now, now, are Fountains obhlack Barer. 
Adieu to my falſe Eſperante, | 
Adieu les Plaifirs des beaux- Jounz 
My Phillis appears at Diſtance 

And flights my unfeigned 
To return to her Vows — 
e adieu to the Chez of Amour, 


— ——᷑ BA 1 — 5 ” 
— —— —„jö3 ö . — * 8 
— 2 * 1 — — * 

15 — — — 
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$ ONO An 


„ 
AH! facred Boy, daft, for 1 
Comply with your refiſtlefs Art; 
Your Arrows with ſuch Vigour fly, - 
Already they ve inflam'd my Heart, 
1 will no more deſpiſe your Pow'r, 
But thus kran, Meg, . 
Yet, ur Favour, twas not your, 
«I Cilia's Victory to-day, 
For had the veil'd that charming Face, 
And you your keeneft Darts had ſhot, 
Your's had been the juſt Diſgrace, 
And I'd obtain'd the Viftor's Lot. 
Then not your Pow*r, but Chance admire, 
In having ſuch a Friend as ſhe, 
Who lent you Rays tincreaſe my Fire, 
And thus made you a Deity, 
TEST CTC 
AH fay ! ah turn ! ah! whither would you flie, 
Too charming, too relentleſs Maid ! | 
I follow not to conquer, but to die; 
You of the fearful are afraid. i. 
In vain I call ; for ſhe like fleeting Air, 
When preſt by ſome tempeſtuous Wind, 
Flies ſwifter from the Voice of my Deſpair, 
Nor caſts one pitying Look behind. 
AH! ſtay ye wanton Gales, and lend 
A friendly Moment to my Tale 3 
To the dear Nymph my Sorrows'fend, 
In tend'reſt Sighs that can prevail. 
In ſecret Murmurs, Oh ! convey 
What Love ſuggeſts in ſad Diſtreſs, 
And let her know, that ev'ry wa 
She flights the Swain ſhe ought to'blefs. 
Or, if the Winds refuſe to beer 
The Voice of Love to the dear Maid 
dme pitying God then lend an Ear, 
And guard my Heart from be*ng betray'de 


* 
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Propitious Heay*n.}-dire@ my Steps - 


— 


O Cupid, and Almighty Joe! 


There let me breathe my Soul away, 


— —— — 


AH | tell me no more 


When Mankind doth abuſe, 


By taking Occafion 


. 


To the bleſt Manfion where-my Deer 
Each Day ſhe wakes, each Night ſhe leeps, 
With Pity. may my Paſſion hear. 
Within her down Arms embrac d, 
I'd glut with Joys beyond compare ; 
My Lips ſeal'd to her fragrant Breaſt, 
. O'erflowing Bleſſings let me ſhare, 
Or ſhou'd the Deities refuſe - _ - * 2 
Immediate Aid to my Requeſt, 
Her let me not for ever loſe, - 

But ſoon or late let me be bleſt. 
In pleaſing Dreams, let tender Love 
Invade her Sleep, and let her know, 


How much for her I undergo. 
On her lov'd Boſom, Night and Day 
Where Interruption knows no Reft 5 


And bid adieu to human Race. 
8.0 N O 79, 


Of the Duty or Vow, 

Of Change of Condition 

No one can allow ; 
I ſtill muſt importune, 
For all my loſt Fortune 

Loſt, I know not howg _ 
But fince ſuch ill Chances 
Have often been common, 
That Wealth or a Woman 

W' are fated to loſes 
Tis fit we ourſelves, 


Shou'd make, as befits us, 
The beſt of bad Matters 
In Wedlock's Trepan, +» 


To caſe our wrong'd Paſſion, _ 


pity x: CRE 
8 m 


* 


KEY 


ll neer 4 WY ? | \ 

They Lo bc ner yr par enten de A. 

And more falſe than the Winz; bas de 7 7 

I never more will mine 
Any of their falſe ser, b n ke 

Tho! never ſo preſſingg ene ere" | 

On me far the Blefling ; t 75 5 

And all thoſe Enjoym nm 

And thoſe great Employment. 

Shall me no more ver. * 

I'mfree from Confufjon, CLIN aw 2 

And Mankind's Deluſion | | 


OY OR 7 N | 
„ 0 In: b 7 
A H ! the Shepherd's —— nil 1 011 
When doom'd to love, and doom d to Ee 5 | 

To bear the ſcornful Fair-one*s . i; 

Nor dare diſcloſe his Anguith. - a £ | 
Yet eager Looks, and dying * >. 1 

My ſecret Soul diſcover, ''. - 3 
Vhile Rapture trembling through mine e. 3 

Reveals "how w much I love her. 4. 

ie tender Glance, the red ning 0 1 


O'erſpread with rifing Bluſhes, 

thouſand various Ways they ſpeak | 
A thouſand: various Wiſhes. Ws 
* 2 Jef 
e languid Eyes ſo ym TED 
That artleſs Bluſh, Tad a Ar, | 3 

$o fatelly beguiling. EA! YE 
by every Look, and every Orace, | 5 
So charm, when-e* er I view thee: 8 
Til Death o'er-take me in the Chace, 
Null will my Hopes purſue thee, 


F 


s 2 


6% 155 iS 
Then, when my tation Hoon ar aſl, 
Be this laft Bleſſing given, 
Low at thy Feet to breathe my laſt, 
And die in fight of Heaven; 4 . 
S ON G 72. 
A H! whither, whither ſhall I ff, 
A poor unhappy Maid? 
© By my own Heart betray'd Jet 
Not by Alexis“ Eyes undone, . — 
Nor by his charming faithleſs Tongue, ; 
Or any practis'd Art: | nt? 
Such real Ills may hope a Cure 3 
But the ſad Pains which I endure, 
Proceed from fancy'd Smart. 


Tons Fancy gave Alexis Charms, 
Ere I beheld his Face 
Kind Fancy then could fold our Arms, F 99 
And form a ſoft Embrace: 
* fince I' ve ſeen the real Swain, 
. to _ him 9 
my taught, 
Tho? el ebb SE 
To ug Oh Alexis, yet tis Hell 
To have him but i in Thought. 


A H. why thoſe; Tears i in Nelly 8 Eyes? | 
X To hear thy tender Sighs and Cries, 
The Gods ſtand liſt ning from the . . 
Pleas'd with thy Piety.” - 
To mourn the Dead, dear Nywpk, bora, 
And of one dying talce a Care, : 
Who views thee as an , 
Or ſome Divinity. 45 
O be leſs graceful, or more kind, 
And cool this Fever of my Mind, x 
Caus'd by the Boy ſevere and blind 3 
Wounded I ſigh for cher; . 


- 


: * ' 5 
4 I on _ y o — 


is 5 » 
n 2 | 

To ſuch a Height by  Hymen's e, 5 be Pl K 
To lay me down where Helen liess,, 
And with thy Charms be free. Le des hd 
Then muſt 1 kids my Love, and ne, oy essig mk 
When ſuch a 3 Cure is by 25 2170930000 'Y 
No; ſhe can love, and Il St/, 
Whate'er my Fats nay be 
Which ben I'll bes in ber bright Eye, - der 21h 2 
With thoſe dear Agents T'll adviſe, :: 0 5 
They tell the Truth when. Tongues e int 4 
The leaſt believ'd by me. & 1 ny. 


8 o N . u e ohÞ 


an! woes me, poor Willy erg Jg.. 
See how I'm waſted to a ſpan?. - *. e, 
My heart I loft, when firſt I pd tos 8. A 
The charming, lovely fa. 1 1 48085 
Tm grown ſo weak, + LIL eee ee e ee 
Of duſky Roger's 'winnowing fan K 
Would blow me o'er” yon beachy tr wh © 
And all for thee, my ſmirky NM. 
The ale-wife miſſes me of late, * he . k 
Ius'd to take a h hearty 57 bon * 5 ond ver + 
But I can neither drink nor Lab e 257 en 5 
Unleſs tis brew d and bak. d by Wes; . ald og nod 
The baker makes the beſt of bready: SE 7100 Wr 1 
The flower he takes, and lea yes the bran; > 25 6% 
The bran is every other mal. 
Compar'd with thee," affine Nan. a1 % e 
But Dick of thy that lown,” „ 3 5D 
Laſt Sunday D 20 a e ee. xhp 
He ſnatch'd a kiſs: T Krck'd bim dn 41 2 mol 
I 


© kad 8 
- 


*. 


Which hugely pleas d my ſmitky Nan. 

But bark ! the ropriig ſager conte, 115 n 13 T 
ö And rattles Tantara Taran, .I [vil © ind at SH 
: n e vd b ie N 
Woes of wie F've: * my ſmirky Nan vi * Þ Lg +1 
bie; em frovend on? un 15 5 
5 i F « v4 wow 4 870 M. 
908. .lt 3d 25225 cab (ld ae 


* 


Bat when the lovely Nywibdils deve,” 


Lm pleas'd D 
Thoughtlefs of all but her Ee, 70 


Ah | tell me, is not this cad L..? 

| Ab me | wht Pere ca ove bf 
I die wit Grief when the nuf 10 _ 

But I revive at her Return * 


— 2 f ſo ſtrong, . mes + 
weet, 

Say, can they be to Friendſhip due; 
Ah no ! 'tis Love, tis now too plain, 
I feel, I feel the plegfing Pain: 
For who &'er fax Ni Sytvia's Eyes, 


8 041 


50! 


117 . 4 
4 : * 
*** uf . 4 
Of 


; * 1 71 
„I pant, _ # * | 


But wiſh'd, and long d, and was * br 


Gods, if the troeft enuft he Met 
| O let her be by me pofſeſt, _ 


$ ON 0 1 
| A Lexis how artleſs e . 
_ How baſhful and filly grow ! 


In my Eyes can you never _ 
I mean Yes, when I often 1 No. . 


When you na vio yo Palin 


And only entreat fer a K 
To be coy an deny iy the. Naga, 


Alexis ſhou'd raviſh the Blig. enn 


In Love, as in War, tis but Neasſan 
| To make ſome for the Town 3 * 
| To ſurrender without it wers Freaſan, 


Before that the Qat-works wee wn. 


a. fo Honour and e Sako y | 
"Tis for Honour a 
He is but a pitiful Lover, „ 
Anne ES 
But when we 

The beſt and the braveſt muſt yield ; 
I im not to be won by a Coward, 
Who hardly dares enter the Field, 


by Force are- oerpower'd, 1 „n 229 


4 3 4 


4 2 
A „ 24 * 
* 


* 
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/ 
A 
T 
H 
He 
He 
T7 
Cle 
An 
4 
She 
Th 
{ 
Thi 
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\ 
Wh 
Wh 
I; 
'Th 
Sine 
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You 


Ten 


8.50. * 4 957. 


A Lexis un' d his fellow Swains,- 
Their rural Sports and 1 


Your Eyes ten Thouſand Dangers daf, 4 $nig 


Ten thouſand Torments vex my Hearty f i 4 


L love, and 1 deſpair | 5 233 0 


Too mach, Alexis, 1 have ; WEL 

'Tis what 1 thought, tis What 1 ard, 39 
And yet I pardon you, ſhe ery'd. Je pe 
But you ſhall + promiſe ne*er again 


To breathe your Vows, or ſpeak 1 | 
8 o 


He Wage obey'd, and dd. 
; 8 


abcr 1 at 55 1 


Heav'n guard us all from 'Cupid's Bow. A 11 
He loſt his Crook, he left his Flocke, Kae ba 
And wand' ring thro* the lonely Rocks,, - - 9 1 

He nouriſh'd-.endleſs Woe, "2a 1 kings! AS . 7 1 
The Nymphs and Shepherds rodhd Hf eme, 
His Grief ſome pity, others "blame 5+ 0 15 

The fatal Cauſe all kindiy ſeek j v 7 gf A 
He mingl'd his Concern with Gel 09 eee et ot 
He gave them back their friendly Tea, Dow e 

He figh'd, but could not NT” © 764 0 
Clarinda came among the reſt, A 4 1 = 
And ſhe too kind Concern 4” oa > * 

And aſk'd the Reaſon of Woe; © Woes . 
She aſk d, but with an Air and Mein, © 13 wg _ 
That made it eaſily, foreſeen, , .' Con ol 

She fear'd too much to know, ene e 07 oh 
The Shepherd rais'd his mournful He id, 2 
And will you pardon me, he ſaid, * * CS us: 5 rex 
2 I the = 1 . 1 4 ar I hk 

nothing from my Brea u SM KA 
Which never ſhould offend your Ear, F ow hat 

But that you bid me tell? 33 
"Tis thus I rove, 'tis thus complain, | | 
Since you appear'd upon the Plan, 22 2 1 * A 

You are the Cauſe of alb my Care; bak. ©? 


<4 4h 
4+ & 


4 


| 4 


And methinks — — 


To a Change of my Mind, 
For you know ſecond Thoughts mathe "oY 


e ourſelves. good, 5 
By avoiding ev*ry Tempration, 
Is, in truth, to reveal - 


What we'd be ni, . . 1 : | SW” | 

[That oor Faſo wap n TR 

ch more redound _ 5 
To our Praiſe, to be found n ahn 

In a World ſo — with. 5 __— 
Tho not fo demure,” "ME — MI 5 1 1 5 

As to wage open War with the wil, 

So, bidding farewe}. 2 aj 

To my Ta Hey 

III prepare for this mi 


nt Life, 


And, = bro t to 
My Man conf e), 
And do Penance in hap ef q win. 
s O N 9. TY 1 85 
A LL the Flateries.of. e Ly | M 
| And the Pleaſures of State, - | Let 1 
r e W 
If this you den, offs 4 Chan 
"Tis time I ſhould die, | The 
Kind Death's a Reprieye, if you ae * Belie 
In ſome cloſe ſhady: Grove, 0 825 W 
Will I wander and rw§e WM They 
With the Nightingale and diſconſolate Dove. Es 1 


With down. hanging Wing, 
T will mournfully ſing 
The tragiek * of ane. Love, 


Wich 


To heighten Love 
Still vanquiſhing 12 till 4. —— wel * 


, And when I am dead, 2 
In a cold leafy Bed, x "VS vil Þ 

Be interr d es Dig of . c. SR; 
S ON 8 86. A cdl 


A LLin the Downs the Fleet was 1 8 
The Streamers waving in 25 Wind, 
When backer d Suſan cams 
O where ſhall I my true 1 


Tell me, ye jovial Sailors, tel 8 | 
If my ſweet William fails among the Crew?) 


William, who high n the Yard 8 5 15 dar 
Rock d with the * to 2 x0, 5 
Soon as her well-known he head, e OB 


He ſigh'd, and caſt his Er Boca below: 
The Cord flies ſwiftly thro“ his glowing Has,” 
And quick as Lightning on the Deck de ftands, 


| So the ſweet Lark, high-pois'd 1 in Air, * 1 4 A. 


Shuts cloſe his Pinions to his Breaſt, 
(If chance his Mate's ſhrill Views be). 

And drops at once into her 1 
The nobleſt Captain in the Britiſh "Fm intel. off 
Might envy William's Lips thoſe Kiſſes AM, 


O Suſan, Suſan, lovely Der! -/ + 10. 
My Vows ſhall ever true remain 3 1er N 

Let me wipe off that falling Tear, an: 14 
We only part to meet again; 

Change as ye lift, ye Winds, my Heart ſhall be F 

The faithful Compaſs that fill points to thee. e 


Believe not what the Landmen ſay, f X xs 411 f | 


Who tempt with Doubts thy - conſtant Male. 

They'll tell thee, Sailors, when AWAYs 
In ev'ry Port a! Miſtreſs dad: 

Ves, yes, believe them, when they tell thee ſo, 

Far thog art preſent 1 er I go, 


| x 


11 


| (*s6 7 
If to fair India's Coaſt we fail, 
Thine Eyes are mn in Di. monde N 
Tay Skin i is Ivory fo white : ob rei; 
Thus ev*ry beauteous Object that I iow... '< 
Wakes in my Soul ſome Charm of lovely Sue. 


Tho? Battle calls me from thy Arm, 

Let not my pretty Suſan mourn; 

Tho' Cannons roar, yet ſafe from Harms 
William ſhall to his Dear return, © © © 

Love turns afide the Balls that round me we” 

Leſt precious Tears ſhould fall from Salas . 


The Boatſwain gave the dreadful Word, 
- The fails their ſwelling Boſoms ſpread S 

No longer muſt te ſtay on board: 

They kiſs'd, the figh'd, he hung his Head, © | 
Her leſs'ning Boat unwilling rows to Land, * 
Adieu, the OF fa, and wav'd ber Lily Hand, 


8 0 N G „ 


Arte Bet a r 
The flying Hours are gone, dat ei 0e 60:1 
Like tranſitory Dreams giv'n o'er, ? Fs 
Whoſe Images are kept in Store, oy 

By Memory alone. ; 19 4 


Whateret is to come is not, 

Ho can it then be mine? 
The preſent Wer Ne e 
And that as faſt ERIE x A 
Phillis, is only thine; 


Then tell not of 8 

Falſe Hearts and broken o F 
If Iby Miracle can be 
This long · lid Minute true to thee, | 
It's all that Heav'n allows, 


** 


30 NO 
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L. ü e — 
A Of Beauty and Defire ; 
jy 6 fr ee eke, Free, 
No Brightneſs is withouts Flame, 
No Flame without a Fire: . 
Then wins whet hats Creitetes nos; 
Who wou *d be thought both chaſte and fair; 


Jf on her Neck her Hair be ſpread, 
With many a curious Ring; 
That Heat which ſerves to ouſſe a | 
Will make her mad to be a- bed, 
And do another Thing. . 
Then tell me, Kc. FED 1 
If Modeſty itſelf appears n | 
With Bluſhes in . 3 
youth Boos hadancs the 
Cuarevetit no-other whos, 8 
Or warm no other Place? „ 
Then tell me, ce. 1 50 21 od LI a T 


Alk but of her Philoſophy, . 
What gives her Lips the by 
What makes her Breaſt to heave 8 
What Spir ts zive Motion to * e ih 
And Moiſture to her Palm? 
Then tell me, xc. 
Then, Celia, be not coy, for that 
Betrays thyſelf and thee : 5 
There's not a Beauty nor a Graces | 
Bedecks thy Body or thy Face, 
But plead within for me. 
Then tell me what thoſe Walon ae, 


Who wou'd be hooght ens " | ON? > 


3. 


A LL the.) Werbe 5 Strife and Hurry, 


* D il eaſe 3 3 


r Intereſt, ſome for Glory, * 8 
Tho? their Fongues run all of Peace 
Since the High-Church then and Lor 
Make gut daily Miſehiefs-grow, © 


(538) 


And 2 
Are not ſure, how may turn out 
How bleſs d is 5 het A wy - 
Who from Town, and the Fain that is there, i free; 
For Love and no il End, 
Treats his Neighbours and his Friends 2 
He ſhall ever, in the Book of -— 
Fix with Honour a glorious . 


He that was the High Purſe· bearer, wth 175 
At his Levy no Crowds you ſ es:: 
He that was the Grand Cauſe. — 42 
Now no longer makes Decree : 8 
Nay, to prove her wavering Rvil, 
And that Fortune is the Devil, 
The Hero leading our Arms abroad, 75 
Whom they late did celebrate like 2 00, ſb 
Scarce has any to drink bis Health, | * _ 
If a Friend does not kindly put it round by 1 7 
A is out o Grace, l 
And a Tory in his Place: 
Riddles all, and ſomething is amiſs, 
What a whimfical World is — +000 | 
S O.N'G 84. 
L L Thoughts BI are too hte 5 
Not any new fair Lady's Art, Enid 3 
Nor both the India's Wealth, nor Fate 
Itſelf, can diſengage my Het. 
Not, which kind Hearn fotbid 1 your qd 
And that which follows, proud Diſdain, 
My Paſſion could at all abate, N 
But only make it laſt with Fein. 5 


Thus all my Quiet does depend 
On hopes Ste © Smile from. you z 
That ſo my Love, that knows. no End, 

May laſt with equal Pleaſare too. 
| 8 0 N G 889. 
AE you'that muſt needs 5. OY 
Pies the Fore. of young Lawſon. and , 9015 
Cheated with Hope, by Mercy am d. 
Betray'd by the ſinful Wer we have TY 


tas 


1 1 


Cropt 


K 


cropt in our Pride of Strength and 8 

Who can but weep at ſo ſad a Truth Fre 
Once we thought twould never be Night; . 3 

Bat now, alas! twill never be Licgt. 

Heav'nly Mercy ſhine on our So | 

Death it draws near, hark, St *Pulchre's Bell "YL 

Nature is ſtronger in Youth than in Age, 5 

Grant us thy Spirit, Lord, Grief to aſſuage. 


courſes of Evil have brought us to this, 
Sinful Pleaſure, deceitful Bliſs ; | 
We ne'er ſhould have Cauſe fo much to repent, | | 
Could we with our Callings bave been content 0 
The Snares of Wine and Women fair, 
Firſt were the Cauſe we now deſpair, 


You that now view our fatal End, 
Warn'd by our Caſe, your Carriage mend 3 
Soon or late grim Death will come; 1 
Who' d not prepare for ſo certain a Dm? 
Span long Life, with lifeleſs Joys, Thy 
What's in this World but Care and Noiſe ?. 


Youth, tho' bleſt by being fo, 
As vaſt thy Joy, ſo great thy Woe e 
Every Sin that gives Delight, - 
Will in the End thy Soul affright: : - 
"Tis not thy You th thy Wealth, thy Strength, 
Can add to Life one | oment's.Length. - 


God is as merciful as juſt; a 
Cleanſe our Hearts, ſince die we muſt; 
Sweet Temptations of Worldly 
Make for our Grief, and Peace deſtroy : 
Think then, when Man his Race has run, 
Death is the Prize which he has won, 


Sure there are none ſo abſurd and odd, - 
To think, with the Fool, there is no God?) 
What is't we fear, wheth: Death we meet, 
Were it not to account at the Judgment-Seat . 
That Providence, we find each Hour, 
Proves him a ſupernat'ral Pow'r: ; £ 
In Mercy open thy bright Abode, + 30a 8 an 
Receive out Mok, tremendous God? © 30 NG 
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* A Ne 
| ith Rubies paſt the telling ; 5 
| ?Twill clear the Skin, . 
„ A Month at Bally Spelling. | 
Tf Lady's Cheek be green as Leck, 
Wen ſhe comes from her 
The kiadling Roſe within it glows, 
When ſhe's at Bally Spelling. 
| The ſooty Brown, who rowes to Town, | 
1 Grows here as fair as Helen, 
Then back ſhe 5, to kill che Beaux, 
[| By Dint of Bally Spelling, 
I Our Ladies are as freſh and fair, * 
Ei. . As Roſe or bright Dunkelling; 
1 And Mars might make a fair Miſtalte, 
| Were he at Bally Spelling. | 
We Men ſubmit as they think fit, 
q | And here is no rebelling; 
| The Reaſon's s plain, the Ladies reign, | 
| They're Queens at Bally Spelling. 


| With fo auch Crace, I'm fure no Place 
E - - Cas vye with Bally Spelling. | 

No Politicks, no ſubtle Fricke, 

| ** nn 


* * — — * — 
—— — — . En EE 


*. 


i II 
We eat, we drink, we never think e 
Of theſe. at , Bally Spelling, ' _ - 
The troubled Mind, the puft with Wind, | 
Do all come here pell-mell in : | | 
And they are ſore to work thelr Cute, . | 
By Drinking Bally Spelling. | 
If Dropſy fills you to the Gille . 
From Chin to Toe tho' ſwelling z 
Pour in, pour out, you cannot doubt, 
A Cure at Bally Spelli 
Death throws no Darts thro? all theſe Parts, 
No Sexton's here a Kaelling s g 
Come judge and try, you'll never die, 


And live at Bally Spelling. 
Except you feel Darts che with Steel, 
Which here ate every Belle in, 
When from their Eyes fweet Ruin flies, 
We die at Bally Spelling. 
Gord, Cheer, ſweet Air, much Joy, no Care, 
Your Sight, your Taſte, Your Smelling, 
Your Ears, your Touch, tranſporteth my 
Each Day at Bally Spelling. wh 
Within this Ground we all Deep ſound, 
No noiſy Dogs a yelling z 
Except you wake, for Celia's fake, 
All Night at Bally Spelling. 
Here all you ſee, both he and ſhe, 
No Lady keeps her Cell in: G9. - 
But all partake the Mirth we make, | 
Who drink at Bally Spelling. 
My Rbymes ate gone, I think I've gone, 
Unleſs I ſhould bring Hell in; 
But fince I'm here; to Heav'n ſo near, 
I can't at Bally Spelling. 
, 80 8 87 . 
A Lmeria's Face, her Shape, ber Air, | 
With Charms reſiſtleſs wound the He irt 1 
ain you for Defence prepares - 
n TOTS NOTRTET Dart. PR 


8 


Tr). 


So ſtrong, ſo ſwift the Arrow flies, 


Such ſure Deſtruction flying makes z 


The bold Oppoſer quickly dies 

The Fugitive it drertakes! 
Nor Stratagem, nor Förce avails, 
No feign d Submiſſion Tets you free 3 


One Look o'er all your Arts prevails, 
There's no Way ſafe but not to ſee ! 


For ſuch the Magic of her Arms, 

' And wounding ſhe does ſo allure ; 
The Unexperienc'd court their Harms; 
The Wounded never wiſh a Cure. 


S ON G 8%. 


LONE, by. a Fountain, 

I preſs the cold Ground, 
Left the Rock and the Mountain 

My Grief ſhould reſound, 


r the Man that's ſo dear, 
x Pll ne*er diſcover, 
Leſt the Echo ſhould hear, 
And repeat to my Lovers | 


The Pains that invade me 
I never will tell, | 

Left the World ſhould vpbraid me 
With loving too well. 45 


If my Truth cannot move, 
No Fondneſs I'll ſhow; 
»Tis enough that I love, 
And too much he ſhould knoy. 
S ON G 89. 
Ltho' The but a Country Laſs, 
Vet a lofty Mind I bear—O, 
And think myſelf as good as thoſe _ 
That rich Apparel wear -O, 
Altho' my Gown be hame-ſpun gray, 
My Skin it is as ſaft - O, 
As them that Satin Weeds do wear, 


And carry their Heads aloft O. 


wt 


: & 4 3 


vi 


Altho' ny; Parents cannot raiſe '. 


% nr - 
What tho? I keep my Father's Sheep “?. 
The Thing that muſt be done W/ 
With Garlands of the fineſt Flowers, k 
To ſhade me frae the-Sun—O, 
When they are feeding pleaſantly, -__. 
Where Graſs and Flow'rs do ſpring—O, - 
Then on a flowry Bank at Noon, 
I ſet me down ahd fing—O, .. 
My Paiſly Peggy, cork'd with Sage, 
Contains my Drink but thin -O: 
No Wines do e'er my Brain enrage, 
Or tempt my Mind to fig—OQO. 


oy 


My Country Curds, and wooden Spoon, 5 
I think them unco fine, 
And on a flowry Bank at Noon, 
I fet me down and dine W. 


Great Bags of ſhining Gold -O, _. 
Like them whaſe Daughters, now a Days, 
Like Swine are bought and ſold - 0; 
Yet my fair Body it-ſhall keep = 
py Heart within O  _.© 
And for twice fifty thouſand Comm, 
I value not a Pin—O, W | 
I uſe nae Gums upon my Hair, 28 3: 5 
Nor Chains about my Neck O0, 3 
Nor ſhining Rings upon my Hands, 
My Fingere firaight to 8 
But for that Lad to me ſhall fa, 
And I have Grace to wed—Q,. . 
I'll keep a Jewel worth them a, 
I mean my Maidenhead—O. 
O canny Fortune, give to me 
The Man I dearly love -O: 
Tho' we want Gear, I dinna care, 
My Hands I can improve -O: 
Expecting for a Bleſſing Rill, 


Deſcending from above O0, 
"» we'll embrace and ſweetly kiſs, 25 
epeating Tales of Love. _ * 
- ＋ "AM SONG 


4 


5... 0p 
Fs S O N G gs. 
A Mbition never me ſeduc d, . 
ä To ſoar on Fortune's pai d Wing 3 / 
Far humbler Motives ftrong i cd, N 
Io haunt unvex'd, the M e Spring. 1 
Zoe rural Cott, where Angel Peace FE 
Mild o'er the Soul her Influence ſh | A 
© Where Pleaſures flow with gay Increafe, T 
| And ſport at Eaſe on Roſy Bede. T 
Where Silvan Scenes the Fancy gie, | | | 
| Exalt the Soul, improve the 5 mY B 
Where fanning Zephyn ſooth the bee | hin 0 
| Of Summer's fiercely- darting | | * 
| The dimpled Stream, the winding kate,” | I. 
The Lawn in chearing Verdure drefs'd, | 5 ab 0] 
| 'Th' inſpiring Hill, the tufted Glade ; | T 
if Soft Thames ſhou'd pleaſing Thoogint ae. 18 
1 Then rais'd to Extaſy, Pd hail | 
| ron ales (bu Powers, Its T, 
Fi Invite, if artleſs Sounds prevail, Al 
Say Wood-nymphs from their Jes "mine Bowers | 10 
KRich in myſelf, I'd frown on G | 00 
3 And far the treacherous Geugaw throw * Wc 
Wich Pity's melting Eye bebold =» _ 7 
14 The idly- buſtling Crowd belows n. 
Ah me! how in romantic Seats | 
Fi Does mydeluded Fancy ſtray! | De 
tf Too tranſient, viſionary Sweets, | TI 
hat ſudden Gleam, that fades ay: | Fr 
| Thus ſportive to the Mind, in Sleep, TI 
„ Caſcades, Rocks, Coaches, Guiness riſo; | Tt 
=_ Break but the Charm, the glitt ring Nye, Ra W 
1 And all the wild E dies, ; cok | O0 
1 Melia wiſhes, 12 r A 
| Her deareſt Lord may cloſe ur __ | - 
| And Heaven may open his; 5 Ar 
Wi Then will he wiſh, but all in vain, 3 
W To have her render e Sic. © , ORE” 
| then. (hs $0NG 
/ 
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S8 O N $G..90%..- 
Mintor, once the happy ſt Swain, 
A ottendal'on the Fi 
No racking Thoughts diſturb'd his Breaſt, | 
Till Love deny'd the Shepherd Reſts + 
'Tili Fate, to wound hitn, did prepare | 
A fatal, lovely, cruel Fa, 
The Nymph by all the Gods defign'd 
To ruin, yet to rule Mankind, _ 
Hie Flocks no Pleaſure now can yield, 
But ſtray ynheeded o'er the Field ; 
Celia alone can give him Eaſe, 3 
'Tis ſhe alone that pain'd, can pleaſe. „ 
The trembling Shepherd, in Deſpair, | * 
Cloſe as he durſt, approach'd the Fair, 
Then preſt her Hand, and fondly tries 
To tead his Sentence in her Eyes. 
Ah! cruel Nymph; Alas! be cries, 
To light the Swain that for you dies. 
Ab, fimple Swain l the Nymph returns, EY 
To love One who your Paſſion ſcorns. | 3 
Confirm'd too plain in all his Fears, = * | 
Confuſion in his Face appears z 1 
And hopeleſs now, Relief to find, - 1 
He thus addreſs'd the dear Unkind : 
Yet let my laſt Requeſt ſucceed, 
Defer no more the Death decreed, 
The Death that muſt releaſe the Swain 
From fruitleſs Hope, and endleſs Pain, 
Tho! in your Frowns I ſee my Fate, 
Tho' you undo me with your Hate. 
Whilſt thus I gaze, Life cannot go 3 
Oh fly! and ſtrike the fatal Blow. 
Mongft the pure Ones all, 15 
A Who Conſcience do profeſs z - G 
And in that Sort of Conſcience © 
Do practice pothing leſs: eh . 


p 1 + 
| 8383 
8 * 
*. 2 8 5 4 
. * : 
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I mean the Sect of thafe Elect, „„ 
That loath to live by Meint, „„ 
'f That lead their Lives with orher Mew Wire, 
| According unto the Spirit. 


One met with a holy Siſter of ours, 
A Saint who dearly Iov'd him, 

And fain he would have kiſs'd ber, 
Becauſe the Spirit moy*d him: ph 

But ſhe deny'd, and he rep'y'd, - 
You're damn'd unleſs you do ir * 


Therefore conſent, do not repent, 
For the Spirit doth move me to it, 


She, not willing to offend, 
Yielded unto his Motion; 
And what theſe two did intend, 
Was out of pure Devotion, 5 
To lie with a Friend and a Brother, 
She thought ſhe ſhould die no Sinner 3 
But ere five Months were paſt and gone, 
The Spirit was quick within her.. 


But what will the Wicked ſoy, . 
When they ſhall hear this Rumour z 
They'll laugh at us ev*ry-Day, 
And ſcoff us in ev'ry Corner: 
Let dem do ſo ſtill, if that they will, 2 
We mean not to follow their Faſhion 5 "wich 
They're none of our Sect, nor of the Elea, 
Nor none of our Congregation, eos 


But when the Time was come, Mas 
That the was to be laid, 1 0 

It was no very great Crime, WRT 5 

1 Committed by her, they bid; 5 

Cauſe they did know, and Ert — 5 
was done by a Friend 2 heck; 

But a very great Sin, they ſaid, been, 
If it had been done by — e e 
„ "ek 9s 

a AM oft the bank i 3 . 

Wis Nymphs and Shepherds 

| Tom Willy courted bonny Beta, 

| And Nell Rood liſt' ning dy : : 


* 


> 


ys Will, Ve will not way 07 

wo Months befofe we miarty, ge 

o, no, fie no, never, never tell me b, Fi. 

Tor 2M aid I'll live and die. . | 

Says Nell, So ſhall not J. : | 

Says Nell, „ 

ng time betwixt Hope and Deſpair 4 

And Kiſſes mixt between, ä 

Je with a Song did charm her Ear, 

Thinking ſhe chang'd had been 3 

ys Will, I want a Bleſſing, 

Mantialler than Kiffing, _ * 

0, no, ſie no, never never tell m fog * OD, 
For I'll never change my Mind; MT gs 

ih Nell, She'll prove more Kind, 
Nell, &e. 

— pain the tender Virgin 6, 


Altho' by Nature taught, ui a0 
en the at firſt t6 Man attain N 
Quth Nell, I'll venture that. x 
b 7 who wou'd loſe a: Treaſure, x 

or ſuch a puny Pleaſure ? | 47 

ot I, not I, no, a Maid Il live and they 

And to my Vow prove true: 

Quoth Nell, The more Fool ee &. 

to my Cloſet I'll repair, 

And read in godly Books, 

ret vain Love, and workdly Care, 

Quoth Nell, That likely bos! 

du Men are all perbidious, 2 80 

it Iwill be religious, 2 

h all, fly all, and while ue, arh all, | 

Your Sex 1 no w deſpiſe ; 5 

Sys Nell, By Jore, ſho. 

days Nell, Kc. T ma 
| Moret, the LN Way, 
Fram'd of nameleſs Stars 

* ſmooth Stream, where none cats ſay, 
r this 2 to that * ! 


* 


i 
Amoret, my wag Foe! yi? 47 
Tell me where thy Strength does het 
Where the Po- Ne 
In thy Soul, or in thy Eye? 7 
| By that ſnowy Neck alone; 


No ſuch W ers cou d be done: 
iſt is ſtrait, and clean, 
| As Cupid's Shaft ; or Hermes' — 
* 0 FR 2 
A MYNTAS, that hearted Swain, 


Upon a River Bank was laid, W 


| Where to the pitying Streams he did complain 
: Of Sylvia, that falſe charming Maid. 


ii ; = But pa was ſtill regardlefs of his Pain, 
| Oh! faithleſs Sylvia, would be cry, | 


And what he faid, the Echoes would reply. 
33% Be kind, or elſe I die, elſe I die, 4 
Be kind, or elſe I die, elſe I die. 
A Show'r of Tears his Eyes let fall, 
j Which in the River made Imp preſs 3 
33 Then Ggh'd, and Sylvia falſe again would call, 
| Ah! cruel, faithleſs Shepherdeſe4 ö 
Is Love with you become a Criminal? 
Ah |! lay aſide this needleſs Scorn, 


5 Allow your poor Adoxer ſome Return, LT; 
[ 1 Rs” '- We 
: Conſider, &e. ' bs 
Some Smiles and Kiſſes which you give, | en 
Remember, Sylvia, are my Doe; 


And all the Joys my Rival does receive, | | 
He raviſhes from me, not you 

Ah! Sylvia, can I live, and "his beliers? 

Inſenſibles are touch to ſee 2 

My Languiſhments, and ſeem to we, 

Which I demand of thee, elſe of thee, 

Z W 1 wo 
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(69) 
r 97. 
N am*rous Swain to 'd 
Nr TO 
ive me, oh! give me the dear Maid, 
Or take away my Love. : 
he Goddeſs thunder'd from the Skies, 
And granted his. Requeſt: _ 
ers her — bi wife, 
And drove her his Breaſt. 
S ON 96. 
\ N Fll awa to bonny Tweed ſide, 
And ſee my deary come throw, 
_ Gif ſae he incline, 
 F hate to lead apes below. 
- Wbile und fair, 
TI'l it ws, 
o ſecure my ſell noe > fi 


r NE ] V w 


12 
. to gain, 
« I hate to lead apes below, Th 
R | Unty d to a man, 
| Do whate'er we can, 
Ne never can thrive or dow: —- 
Then I will do well, 
Do better wha will, 
d let them lead apes below. 
Our time is precious, | 
_— 
| ut beauties upon m beſtow z / 
2, 9 — 
e got them 7 
vo be ſet up for ſhow, oth 


at } * * 6 , Pa with at 
re — — ny — i eee” — —— _ 


=: | 7 "(10 * 
5 "Tis. carried by votes, 
| Come kilt up ye'r coats, Eg 
5 And let us to Edinburgh . 8 
* e 
| May eatch” a' _ 9 
| And never lead l 


| i g , 
A ND I'll o er the Moor. to a 

RS Her Wit and Sweetneſs call me, 

IT ̃ hen to my Fair Pll ſhew my Mind, | A 

1 Whatever may befall mee. 

| Ik ſhe love Mirth Fil learn to ing, K 

Dr likes the Nina to follow, X 

1 I'll lay my Logs in Pingus? Springs | | 

os And invocate Apollo. 1 PTR. © 


1 me admire a martial Mind, 9952 x | 

f P! ſheathe my Limbs in Armour Be 
| If to the ſofter Dance inclin'd, e 

With gayeſt Airs "4. charm her: 1 M 
If the love Gradeur Day and Night, | „ 2p 50 A 
; III plot my Nation's Olor , - 
Find Favour in my Prince's Sicht, in | 

1:8 And ſhine in future Story. * 5 by | EF 


319 Beavty can Wonders work with Faſe, _ 

{79 Where Wit is correſponding 3 | Tl 
And brayeſt Men know beſt to pleaſe, | 3 W 
'2 With Complaiſance abounding, ., E; ry 

. My bonny Maggie's Love can turn c 
ht Me to what ſhape ſhe pleaſes, ** a 7 
If in her Breaſt that Flame ſhall Pr. | | 
118 Which in my Boſom blazes | | k 
11 '$ O N O 100. | - 
' 1 Apis ed Tag of Glory fate, 4 | 
| For their loy*d'Couhtry or their Prince, Fr 


Princes that hate, that hate Rome's Tyranny, 
And join the Nations _ with A own 7 Reply, 70 


4 2 85 *, - N ; s 
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1 fs Se 95 
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None were more ready, ** 

None were more read * 
In Diſtreſs to ſave; este 4 

No none were more loyal, an ik ; 

No none were more loyal, 

No none were more loyal, - 

None more brave. 


A Non zw and Maudlin, — = Will, 
Margaret and Thomas, and Jockey and Mary; 

Kate o'th* Kitchen, and Kit of the Mill. 15 P 
Dick the Plow-man, and Joan of the Dairy, 

To ſolace their Lives, and to ſweeten their Labour, £ 

All met on a Time with a Pipe and a+ Tabor, , 


Andrew was cloathed in Shepherd's Grey; 
And Will had put on his Holiday Jac * ; 
Beck had a Coat of Popin-Jay, 
And Madge had a Ribbon hung down to her Packet 
Meg and Moll in Frize, Tom and Jockey in — 
And ſo they began all to Foot it together. 47 
Their Heads and their Arms about them they flung, - 
With all the Might and Force they had ; 
Their Legs went like Flails, and as Jooſely hung, 
They cudgell'd their Arles as if they were mad; 
Their Faces did ſhipe; and their Fires did kindle ; 
While the Maids they did trip and turn like a Spindle, * 


Andrew chuck*d Maudlin under the Chin, 
Simper ſhe did like a Furmety-Kettle ; DE 
The Twang of whoſe. Blubber-Lips made ſuch. a Din, £ 
As if her Chaps had been made of Bell metal? 
Kate laugh'd heartily at the ſa 2 == 
And loud ſhe did anſwer it witha B 
At no Whitſon- Ale there e er yet 6/6 wh * 
Such Frayſters and Friſkers as theſe Lads and Lats; 
From their Faces the Sweat ran down to be ſeen, 
But ſure I am, much more from their Arſe 
For had you but ſeen't, you then would have ſworn, 
Tov never beheld the like ſise you were born. ys 


* 


(C1927) | 

Here they did fling, ind theie they did half... 

Here a hot Breath, and went a Sa vour 3 

Here they did glance, and they did gloift ; 

Here they did ſimper, and there they did ſlaver: 

Here was a Hand, and there was a Placket, 

Whilſt, bey "their Jeeves went flicket-a-flacket, 

The Dance being ended, they ſweat and they funk, 

| The Maidens did ſmirk i it, the Youngſters did kiſs em; WW! 
Ces and Ale flew about, they clapp'd Hands and drunk IId 

They laugh'd and giggl'd ud gave ch bepiſt em; An 

They laid the Girls = Ser ve each a green Mantle, pr 

While their Breaſts and their Bellies went en Anc 


IR e |; Us 


A N elderly Lady, whoſe bulky ſquat Figure, 
By — white Damaſk, was render d mud 


Without Bos. and bare-neck 4, to the Parke did mm 
To ſhew her new Clothes, and to take the freſh Air 

Her Shape, her Attire, rats'd a Shout and loud Laughter 
Away waddles Madam, the Mob hurrics after. 

Quoth a Wag then, obſerving the noiſy Crowd 2 
A ſhe is gone with a Hall 


N 0g. 

N old Baboon, of rueful Mien, 
5 long time a Courtier been, | 
many evolutions ſeen, * » 
5 great Store. 
This Magnet draus him many Friends, 
Whom, Courtier- like, he condeſcends | 

To promiſe what be ae er intends, . e 
Or never thinks on more. 22] 
They, in Return, his Levee grace, 
Some praife his Wit, his Shape, his FA 
r 7 
But mark, how fate devis di 
e 
To take his ill-got Wealth away 3 
And like the — 7 


„ 00 


2 A 167 
= 3s Bous ane b NE. e 
1 Again returns thy nal Day 4 0D © 
1 Time, 
Be, 


80, in tho MontH of June, the R . 
Brighteſt of all the Gardens ſhows; d 1507 * 
8 in vein, . 
db doo like Ta Beat hb, — 
ind long may Al thy — 
on a Ev?! 


| erte g 0 thou never K 

O01 ntme e! | 

in Hagel a8 ag Gans, + 
A Loh fend, ben Tod a Ng UE, | 

empt from fickle Fortune Rage, a 
u ch and Pleaſure ma 1 
e Si 
105. 


\ NCIE Ikon as young rac 52 
Tus 1 , but a trucons 7 5 
F tell you 9 F 


| Trl ha — as 9 TSS 
Diſcover id his Flame in a paſſionate ws, 
e old her, and bound it with many a — 1 
© Was a neady to take ber for better for worle - pb 
Then talle*d of the mo ” t 
And the Hole in his Heart 
urge, one might drive thro? Na 


lt the filly coy Maid, to the God'd great Amazement, 


rung away — his Arms, and lespt thro* the Caſernent, 
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A "Cy 
You think me, perhaps, ſome Scoundrel, or Whoreſa; 
Alas ! I've no wicked Defign on your Perſon 3 2 
I'm a God by my Trade, r Ne. 
Voung, plump, and well made 3 Ine: 4 
Then let me careſs thee, and be not afraid. 
But Gill ſhe kept running, and flew like the Wind, 
While the poor purfy God came panting behind, 
I'm the Chief of Phyficians, and. none of the College 
Muſt a enemas with we, for Experience and Know- 
edge 2 
Each Herb, Flow'r, FI Plant, by its Name 1 can call, 
And do more than the | beſt-Seventh- Son mal. 
With my Powder and Pills 
I cure all the Ills 
That ſweep off ſuch Numbers each Week i in the Bill, 
But ſtill the kept riinning, and flew like the Wind, 
While the poor purfy God came; panting behind, 
Beſides, I'm a Poet, Child, into the Bargain, 


And top all, all the Writers of fam'd Covent-Garden ; 7 


Vm the Prop of the Stage, and the Pattern of Wit; 
; Þ ſet my own Sorinets, and fing to my Kit: ST 
I'm at Will's all the Day, 
| And each Night at the Play, by 5 1 
| And Verſes I make faft as Hops, as | wah 


When ſhe heard him talk. thus, ee ker 


Speed, 
And — like a Whore from a | Conſtable freed, 


Now, had our wiſe Lover, (but Lovers are blind) 
In the Language of Lombard-ftrtet, told her his Mind; 
Look, Lady, what here is, tis plenty of Money; 
Od. babe,, I muſt ſwinge thee, my Joy, e _ 
| I fit next the Chair, 
And ſball ſhortly be Mayor, 
Neither Clayton nor Duncomb with me can compare ; ) 
Tho' as wrinkled as Prim, as'deform'd as the Devil, 
The God A the Nymph. had been civil. 
N 8 107. | . 
= RC H Cupid e Roſe, 
 Awak'd a Bee from her Repoſe; 
Tre Bee provak d, his Finger gor d, 
Hie na, and to his Mother * 


ef» 


} 


| £7 "i ? w 5 Pt ; 
3 : 


ſmall nt rudely flung: : 

wy thing * they call a Bee, 
A naughty Bee has ſlain your Son: 

See ſee the Wound, O Mother, ſee. 
The Goddeſs then embrac d the Lat 
She ſoot hd his Pain, and rde , NE. or 44 : 
The Anguiſh from ſo ſmall a Dart. 
Is not like that which Lovers feel; LE 


Exch Lover feels thy pointed wed, e - Mia 
Not in his Finger, but his s 1 615 my 


$0: N 103. \ 
Riſe, ariſe, great Dead, for Arms 3 
Riſe from your Urns, and ſave your dying Story 
Tour Deeds will be in dark; Oblivion drown d, Watt 


For mighty William, ſeizes all your Glory. . * 
Again the Britiſh Trumpet ſounds, I 1587-25455 25 "ig | 
Again Britannia bleeds z 50 e (> 


To glorious Death, or comely- LY 


Her godlike Monarch leads. „ e baſh 


pay us, kind Fate, the Debt you o-we, 
Celeſtial Minds from Clay untie 3 8 . 
Let coward Spirits dwell below, Es e BFA 
Ani onely give the Brave to d.. PS IT I gs 
S ON G 109. 40 
ARM, arm, the gen*rous Britons cry, : 
Let us live free, or let us die;; OL 
Trumpets ſounding,. Banners N 
_ 8 | 


Libery Liberty ! To 

Liberty ! Liberty | IT tape ics 

Round her ſee, Cupid 8 pile thi wh 
a Behold him wiſhing, dying, wi 2FAFE 
Ach Graces thine all o'er her, "3 n 6h 50 
ben might adore her. 


— eme 
* 8 
8 4 aw 


„ volt. fil 
Uodone ; ab, Mather | Fin ee, edn 3 5 lil 
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1 (76). 
Blind Boy, bie n e. 6% 


Thy Flame admits no Cure, 5 1 
To me, in Sight of an,, in 
Her Faith is given. lt e 
800 N & ret Y, 
A Round the Plains my Heart hae rb ,, 
Tbe Brownz the Fair, my Flames 8 | 'Tis t 
The Pert, the Proud, by turns have 2 
And kindly fill d my Arms. 76h #4 


F danc'd, I fung, Italk'd, 18074, | ARTE h AS 
While thus I woo'd, T'that enen %, R E. 
And e'er the Kind; — . Cupid: 
The Coyrelign'diher Charms,” | s eG gt 6, Neu 
But now, Wee eee. 5 — 4 hs 
| The Wrong d are all reveng one, 8 Wit] 
Who, Uke a frhttg Bie, e, Swift te 
Yet leaves her Image here. The 
O could I, yet, her Heart recall; - Miki: 
Before her Feet —— eee ee 
And for her Sake orſaking vil; il 25 
Would fix for ver there. like 
| S O N 6 172. ur Cu 
ARtift, who underneath the Tible ' . Indeec 
Thy curious Texture haft diſptay's,. © lis! he 
Who, if we may believe the Fable, I tok 
Waſt once a blooming lovely Maid. | 
Infiduous, reſtleſs, watchful Spider, Oe S Ar 
Fear no officious Namſel's Broom ;- | On; 
Extend thy artful Building wider, RE U . 
And ſpread thy Banners round my Room [To tell 
While 1 thy wond'rous Fabtick ſtare at, de thre: 
And think on hapleſs Poet's Fate, Re whi 
Like thee confin'd to lonely Garret, b! Phil 
| And proudly bamiſhid Romrof State. The Sh 
And as from out thy tortur'd Body, ever 
Thou draw*ſ thy ſlender Wit with Pain 3 Hs Pa 
So does he labour, like a Noddy, da liſt? 
| To e from his Brain. Ad ic: 


* 
* 


3 * 1 7 


« 7 7 * . 
He for ſome gaudy fluttꝰ ring C e, mid vt it 
Epen bes Charms before Mi Eyes 1 6 
And that's a Conqueſt little better. 
Than thine o'er captive Butterfly, mn. 

Thus far, tis plain you both agree; 


Vour Death, perhaps, may bettet ſhow itz 
'Tis ten to one but Penury 


Fads both the Spider and the Poet, er line 
MEE 17 - a £7 113. 125 Fal. „ 
AS after Noon, one  Surhmer's Days: 


2 191 2” IG 
Venus ſtood bathiag in 'y River, 1 oh 1 
(upd a Shooting went that Way, ge” „ 
New ſtrung his Bow, and fill'd his Quire, en 7: 
skill he choſe his ſharpeſt Dort, Fol” 9007 hs 


With all his Might his Bow he drew, 
iſt to his beauteous Parent's Heart 1 
The too- well guided Arrow flew. 1 1 
kint, I die, the Goddeſs ery d, . 309 e 
0 cruel ! ae inher þ ©5 4-38 go S0 

o wreck thy Spleen. on + Parridice-! METH I Ts 
like Nero, thou haft ſlain thy Mother, | - Jonas |, 
dur Cupid, ſobbing, ſcarce could ſpeak, - ft eee 
deed, Mamma, I did not know e: 
$| how eaſy my Miſtake . en Tre NA 
Lock you for your Likeneſs, '"Obloe, 1 „ ie a 

8 Q N 5 114. 0 


\ $ Amoret and r 
One Evening on the Plain, 1 eee 
u the charming Strephon P 

[To tell the Nymph his Pains __ 
e threat ning Danger to remove,” | - 3 mn 

Ne whiſper'd i in her Ear; Mo ens 


b Phillis, if you would not lovg e 

The Shepherd, do not hear. J 3 

e erer had ſo ſtrange an Art f | 
tl Paſſion t convey, act 02-4497 df TE 
lit ning Virgin? A 7 s 2011900 at 5 55 *r 
| deal her 8 e ee. 


H 3 


(484) 


Fly, fly, betimes, 8 —_— 7 

Occafion for our Fate: ed ) 

In vain, aid ſhe, in vain lane, TE 

Alas ! "tis now to lat: 1338 2 F a8 1 

\ SON 6G z. 5 | 2 

As Amoret Wr e One 

As Amorqt and Thyrſis _ A 
Melting, —_—_— ANT, ng che Hours i in beach 

ining, 1 ji Faces, mingling Kiſſes, - AS 

gling Kiſſes, mingling Wies, and exchanging harm gh 

lese igen: .* "Wy 

He trembling cry d with eager, = Haſte, Tt 


Lot we, Jet me It. , f bob et we per 
8 t me, 
Let me, let me feed, oh-! 'oh l oh! oh — 8 
let me, let me feed as well as: _ 
I dye, dye, dye, dye, que, I ine, LU 
I dye, if Pm not wholly bleſt, . 
The fearful Nymph. teply d, re, 
I cannot, dare not, muft not hear; 
Deareſt Thyrſis, do not move me, Ye 
Do not, do not, if you love me: Do not, Kc. 
D let me ſtill, the Shepherd ſaid ;-- L ven 0363 \ 
3 But while ſhe fond Refiſtance-made, ts 
The haſty Joy in ſtruggling. fled. 5 # 
Vex'd at the Pleaſure ſhe had miſe! d, 
She frown'd and bluſh's,. and figh'd and te; 3 
And ſeem'd to moan, in 77 „ 
The fad Miſcarriage df their Wooing: 
But vain, alas! were all her Charms, 3 
For Thyrſis, deaf to Love d Alarms, 5 
| Baffled and — tix A, ber Arms. 


S © NG 216, 


£ A 8 Wee Fidlers, who/cunningly know | 
The Way to procure themſelves Merit, 
Will always provide em two Strings to their Bow, 
And fellow their bur en with Ait: | 


* 


* 


2 


likewiſe the provident Dani(efhould uo, 
Mt enters in, 
If the Mark the would Mee Fs” « thr, 


Two Lovers muſt Rill 

Thus arm'd ainſt Chante, and 47 of ſupply, 

So fat our Revenge we may any + why 

Ore Spark for our Sport we mayjilt zu BY. En 
And t other, wx we way warty, | of Ee 

Po G 117. | 1 

SA 4 air, 20 8 | 

A 4 N75. Re e any Choir did tell f 1 
She 1 . See Chair E 

One beautous Light the reſt excel: | | SG 

This happy Star unſeen before, 

Perhaps was ed from ber Eye 

And made for Mort#h Toro rags 

& new-borx Glory in the Skies. IRS 

Or if within the Sphere it grew, * EY 

before ſhe gaz d, the bro "wy . cha 

But from hey Eyes the Tho les 

That gave new Luſtre * FN 
Bright Omen ! what doſt 15 93 . 


Thou threat*ning Beauty of the Sky? i, ep. 
What great, what happy Nun ch x End! | . 
For ſure by thee tis ſweet to die. eee 
Whether to thy fore-boding Fite | 1 = x 


We owe the Creſcent in dera? 
Or muſt the mighty Gaul expire 
Victim to thy fatal Ray? nie ban * 11 
Such a Preſage will late be mon > 8111 
before the World in Aſhes hes; eral of hae 
ay if leſs Ruin will attone, 163-4 


= 
F4 


ah pantie * 8 his 9 
81328. END: h S, 
cs * ogy at A 


To court his dear Jug on a Hilleck of Hay 3 4 
What aukward. Confufion-oppreſe'd the poor Swain, 


e * and — of wy Eyes, 


, wi 


Mea thus be deliver'd his Renis Bving KX 


——— U—rœmꝛ 


— Ss nb Cum - 


5 * 


| My Pipe P've forſaketi/ the becken o bt, 
And lgeping or waking thy Name 1 repeat, 
When Swains to an Alehouſe by Force do me lug, 
Inſtead of a, Pitcher, I call for a Jug; | 
And ſure you can't chide at repeating your Name, 
When the Nightingale every hr does the ſame. 
Sweet Jug he a hundred times o'er does repeat, 
Which makes People ſay, that his Voicg is ſo ſweet, 
Ah! why doſt thou laugh at my ſorrowful Tale, | 
Too well I'm aſſur d that my Words won't prevail: 
For Roger, the Thatcher, poſſeſſes thy . Breaſt, 
As he at our laſt Harveſt Supper confeft. 
I own it, ſays Jug, he has gotten my Heart, 
His long curling Hair Jooks ſo pretty and ſmart. 
His Eyes are ſo black, and his Cheeks are ſo red, 
They prevail, more with me than all you have ſaid; 
Tho? you court me, and kiſs me, and do what you can, 
*Twill ſignify. nothing, for Roger s the Man, | 
N G 119. 
A 8 Oelia in her Cen 1 * 
Secure, nor dreamt of Harm, 

A Bee approach'd the lovely Maid, 
And reſted on her Arm, 

The curious Inſect thither flew, n 

To taſte the tempting — 
But, with a Thouſand Sweets in View, 

It found a ſudden Doom. 


Her nimble Hand of Life bereav'd. 
The darling little Thing, - --- 
But firſt the ſnowy Arm receiv'd, 
And felt the painful Sting, 
Once only could that Sting ſurprize, 
Once be injurious found: S 
Not ſo the Darts of Celia's Eyes, | 
They never ceaſe to. wound, 
Oh! wou'd the ſhort-liv'd burning Smart 
The Nymph to Pity move, 1 
And teach her to regard the Heart - 


Is fires with endlelt Kone Th AN 


(87) 


O xd "_ 
8 Celia near a Fountain lay, 2 
A Her Eye · lid el cls d e ed” a 


The Shepherd Damon chunc d . es | 7 . 
To drive his Flock of Shitep, , „ 
To drive, &c. . f 

With awful Step h'appro 
To view her char Face, 700 „ „„ 3592 

Where ev r y Feature wre An A e 


„„ — 11 „% W455 * 1 I», 4 * 


And ev * Part a Grace, . * — . 1 . WW. be OO. nt ? 
oY * 
2 1 


And ev ry, %e; 


Hs Heart N N wa 75 lu i 
He wiſh'd the Nymph wopld wa ot boots edi 
Tho' ne*er before was any Pen A in be 


So unprepat d to | cal poy 56 % Nr bas = 78 
$ unprepar d, . e of x x oak 5 
Wilt Numb' ring: chus fair act, A. ver won 1 
Soft Wiſhes fill'd her Mink, Wai l 5 'T 
he cry'd, come, I 
For now I will be I 
For now, cc. 5 5 e cet} 


dimon embrac 4 the lock om, 88 toad 


+. * | * 
* * "WM * C F * 
n es is oy 44 


. 
12 31 


And flew into her Arm. 


le took her in the yieldi *. den wor nN 
And rifled all her — | IAA 


And rifled, &C. * * 5 - © "ry * + a 0 * 8 ißt 


38 © * . —_—— 

( $ Chloe o'er the Meddow paſty Af nent e owl 

I view'd the dave) Maid 3 ws 
Ste turn'd and bluſh'd, — 4. aſe, | 
nd fear'd by me to 
My Eyes my Wiſh | 
I trembling felt the rifing F SET eto of 
The charting oh — Fan's aA 
hne was not ſo bright 0 Caine, Fiore) a b 14 
lo" Great Apollo's ee Dun, din bk 
Thx * endu | 


. £& 
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* , "TRIS 4 
hit TY Oxy ac 
*41% 9 0 1 rere 
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5 
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r 


When you no 


| But J fo long in vain have try'd 


I follow'd clofe, he FeAl ow : 


Along the graſſy Plain 


The Graſa, at length, my Rival. gen, | 


And catch d my Chloe by the „ 
Her Speed was then in vain. 


But oh as tott ring down the fell, 


What did the Fall reveal ! 


Such Limbs Deſcription cannot telt, & pr 
Such Charms were never in the Mall, 


— 4 
. 


Nor Smock did e' er conceal,” 


She ſhriek'd ; I turn'd my raviſh'd Eyes, | 


I help'd the Queen of Love to riſe, © 


| Bhe check d her Anger and Surprize, | 


And ſaid, Raſh Youth, retire. 


Be gone, and boaſt what you have ſeen, 
It ſhan't avail you much ; 

I know you like my Form and Mien; 

Vet Ene ſo inſolent you ve been, 
Thoſe Parts you wot ſhall touch. 


Too lovely fair one, I confeſs, ' 
The Swain whom you will dein to bleſs, 


Might ſigh an Age away, 
In Expectation of 


cold or co, 
Shall all his Fainall7. 


To move thy Heart, that Seat of Pride, 
That here I give it o er. 


Pit N 
In $ Flames to — 8 
Vain Maid, I've ſhaken off my Chat, 
Br Wine a [Conqueſt 1 — | 
And triumph in my: Turn. 


9 08 * 


Bo + 
— 15 


Bot w, proud Fair, «Gur Te ound, 3 


ont 


8 
8 0 12 1 8. 


A8 Chloris, full of _— Thought, - 

Beneath a Willow ! 1 

Kind Love a youthful She drought, ary mo. fn A 
To paſs the Time away. * 17 1 ab 

he bluſh'd to be encounter d . 
And chid the am' rous SVw]-Iñin; 

Bot as the ſtrove to riſe and te, 
He pull'd her down again. | 
Gods, ſaid ſhe, —_ om are ben, 
That conquer and urprize * „ 

bh! let me, —— for anlaß you , Oy alt -* 
[ have no Pow'r to riſe; | | 


r fainting ſpoke aachen ly | 25 teri 
Tor Fear th the Would com 8 1 
&r lovely wow es her — * d een e 
[And give er Tongue the Lie. 11 n 


ſudden Paſſion ſeiz d her Heart, | 
"H ſpite of her Difiaing ' ' ', a 
„rd a Pein ev'ey , „ Ateeeg as 
Ard Love in ev'sy Vein. NUI SIE 

us ſhe, who Princes bad deny - 0, 

With all their Pomp and Train, 

in in the lucky Minute rib is 18 2 

And yielded to the Swain. rd e ban 
1% 95 N * „ en 


| $ Clintor with Amelia ſat, 19 pF 0 Fs Fl 
He (fimple Swain) in idle Chat, 5 „ 
uſeleſs Talk, the Time inif- ſpent 3 3 . 
ich, to their «mutual; great Content, . 7 9% i 
i Modeſty bat left the Boy). | i 
deen employ d in mutual Joy. 8 | 
r Lips, her Eyes, her Breaſts he r 3 | 
uſt ev'ry Charm new 'Trinſports rais'd s + | 
aſorts—— of Tongue; ſor” that alone „ 
e all his Joys and Tranſports knoun; 9 8 | 


e 


L Joys ! dull Tranſports | duller Boy! - | 
.. 
{ 


(yu 


As Cupid meal Age da, It 


Went out to take the , = 
And on the roſy. 17 4 Frituer? # 
He met Ophelia there. nn i 
A while he gaz'd, a —— 

Her Shupe an and every; 3 


But as his Eyes run I 


Hers reach'd his little 
His Quives ſtraigbt and Bow baiwols 


And bone it for a * 17 Lok, 5 
But then Ir Lok, 
Which! poil'd his — 1 0 


Diſarm'd, he kney 12 to *. 


Nor how to crown Lo 
At laſt refolv'd, away he fler, 5 
Another Shape to 2 r 
A luſtful Satyr ſtraight: retbrnꝰd, 
In hopes his Form won d take ; 


For many Nymphs for them have — 


Burn d *cauſe they cou'd * 


Ophelia had no ſoongß spd. UT 


His Godſhip, Goat, and "Man 3. 
But loudly for Affiftance yd, 10 8 | 
And fleetly homeward ran. edt; of | 


Perplex'd at her Aﬀpghtz bat _ . 2 


T7 At's . * he | — 1 

he Monſter d before,.. - 
And ſtraight Man's; 222 | 
He ſmil'd, entreateds, y and d, | 


Nay, offer d her a Symyq » © » 


And grew importunats, And: rude, K 


As ſhe drew nęarer home. 


At laſt when, Tears,” e cow'd move, 


He thus beſpoke the nant | 
ow cruel — W 3 Love, 
14 112 La id 5 ; þ1 


* 
„ 
N 


or be thou Love, or be thou Hate, 
Entag d Ophelia 1 2 

[| never change my Virgin State, 
Nor ever ſee thee more. 

Imloded Love reſiſted ſo, 
In Pity to Mankind, 


Hs Arrows broke, and br bi Bow, 


15855 beetle 6 


i 5 he godhead bent his bow; 
But was diſabled by the Fair. 


us, thus diſarm'd, be, - ſighimg, ſaid, 


Im undone, I am betray' d, 
* Charlott's ever-comquering eyes. 


Hi quiver and his pointed arms, 

nd left his empire of the world 

To be commanded by her charms. 

. e, — 126. 
upid roguithly one 

Had all alone ſtole out to play, 

e Muſes caught the little Knave, 

N captive Love to Beauty gave. 

e laughing Dame ſoon miſs d her Son, 

u here and there diſtracted run 3 

l füll, his Liberty to ain, 

Nerd bis Ranſom, but in vain 3 

e willing Pris? ner hugs his Chain, 

vous he'll ne*er be free again, 


S O N G 127. 


S Oynthio late within the Grove 
bernoan'd his to 1 ves: 


Now Love himfelf muſt fall a Prize 5 | 


n thus his bow he from him burl'd, | 


1 " Goin eas'd 4 a; OY — 
The God of Love, who, wander'd ol 
Chanc'd his Complaint to Sho "6 1 = 5 
And thus addreſs d the Sin: „„ 
' Biſe, filly Shepherd, _—_ ay, 
It ſeems you're eaſily der = bh” 
Becauſe the cha 1 e A 
The Tongue may learn to * with Art, 
But would ye know the fair one” s . 
Conſult it in ber Eye. . e 47 
*Tis in that Mirrbur , TR 
The ſecrets of her Boſom'toll © bite e e 
Reveal d without Diſguiſe to View 2 
bi . For Cynthio: P 3 
. You only are the favepr'd e 
1 And Lydia loves but. you't--- 
No more my Altars Wa 
Nor thus invoke, my needleſs) Aid # 

Since faithful J-bave 9 
Thy own perform with like Addreſs, 
She ſoon ſhall yield thy; _ *, 
And give thee all her E Heatt! . 

So ſpoke fincere—the faiendly-God, 
When ee 1 x | 

The Nymph with-languid Beapty moy dt 
E The Swain with Joy the Moment feiz'd, 
- She heard his tender Vows well gents: 
And all his Wich appror 1 b 
With grateful Pride and Wü: 
5 Barb n's Shrine he led the Fair! 
5 made the laſting Bliſs ſcoure: 
Lt — no more — 
t faithful Swains e ee 
But boldly aſk a Cure, - 


s o u 6 nt. 


8 Damon 3 Ch 
A They talk'd pores cy — 3 


* Things he ſaid, which the repaid, 


Si 12.41 ink 


 4- 
4 * 


the beg d LA to play ons cg Y " 15 ar. 

| In all the ſofteſt Meaſure, e ee 
i boſe killiog Sou eee 1985 

And mike her die with Bieaſate, 5 in n | 

yer to do't, he takes the Flyte®! HFA It 3 
And ev Accent traces : r ; we a 
CY : 29902 GE 
And whiſper'd melting One: 3575-54 84 
Te play'd his Part with eee, ee = 
Erpecting Praiſes after 5/545 5* © + 9; root cn W 1 
lu ſhe inſtead of falling „„ 1 
Burſt out into 1 #31 Pn "OPT 26013 act VT | 
the Hint; as Chloe ment, 658 re f Sg VE 
15 my Bear, blo pond thee nt 
Ihre a Flute, which, tho!” mate, e en 2 
May play a Tune to pleaſe .. ns 
ten down he laid 1 1 
He found her kind 1 857 willio . e 

9. each, W 98 0 0. n 


ping 


n 


N play'd again, and 
* blent, yet twag killing, i 91 ; 
r Chloe ſoon approv'd the Tun, f ; 1 
And vow'd he play'd dlvinely £2 -: 1 04 A | 
hate it ober, faid; the, — 15. 0185 b © 
ltpoes exceeding finely; if 
ite Flute is good oak at, | 1 ah * 
(And is, I own. the noateſt: NL, 
It te'erthelbls T muſt confels, 1 | 

8 7 W 5 th feel, 


”— 3 


$7. 1 * G 129. 
AS 8 watch's his harmleſs Wee, 


Within a ſilent Shade, 
Lock'd in the Bands of downy V Sleep, 
He ſaw his Gn » 
And thus he hail'd the ted Maid. 


Cloſe not thoſe charming E 1 
My Life, my only Pear 
'Tis Night 1 till they ariſe, © 
Ti Day when they appear. | 
Charm'd with the tuneful Accents of his Voice, | 
The lovely Virgin rear'd her Head ; : 
For Damon's Song makes 's ſelf rejoices. 
So ſweet ! twould e recall the Dead. 


Nor was the Nymph coquet 

Too well ſhe knew the n 
With Fervour not to be expreſt, 
She claſp'd him to her ſnowy Breaſt; 
Who thus ſang forth his Jay. 
While in her Arms my. Charmer holds mes. 
I think the Queen of Love infolds me 3 
Leſs lovely Venus is than "RTE 
| Adonis far leſs bleſs d than me. 15 1 
| 8 0 N 8 1 30. 

8 Damon; who had hardly 

A In Wedlock's heavy Dd 
His tender Flocks with Thyrſis fed © 

Upon the ſmiling Plains; 
Thus to the Youth ths Sage v, . 
And the curſt Hour in which he narry'd damn'd, 


Would*ſ thou, my Friend, in Pleaſure live, 

Nor thy Repoſe deſtroy ? . 

Would' thou the Bliſs that Youth can give,” | 
Without Remorſe enjoy? 7 

Oh! ſhun that fatal Rock a Wife, 888 
-  Thatgalls thy Days with endleſs Plague and | Strife 


For when at laſt you have attain'd | 
The great myſterious Bliſs; 


When you have that great Something gain a 
And find how * tis 8 Pool 


689) 


aul find out N who's the greateſt Cheat, 
% 
As, Death alone the' Marriage Kno ounties, 
So Vows that Lovers mae 


Diſſolve when they awake: 
And that fand Love which was to Day their Theme, | 


kthought to-morrow but an idle Dream. 
"TU uo. 132. 


Young Roger came tripping it over the plain, 
d made unto her moſt delicate bows, 
ki then he went tripping it back agrin. e el 


h pretty ſweet Roger, come back again; 
i it is your company that I do lack, 

or elſe my poor heart will burſt in twain, ; 4 
[vinna come back, nor I canna come back; 5 
I wonot, 1 not; no, no, not N | 
if tis m company that you do. lack, 

am is ae Ae. l BY 
l 1 do you not mind the curdt and crenmm, 
d many a bottle of good March beer, a 
When you was going along with your team ? 

d then it was Dolly my own ſweet dear. 


PP a ae Wl: + « 
| S down in the Meadow dne Morning I paſt, 
Oh there. I beheld a beautiful Laſsz © 2 
er Age I am ſure it was ſcarcely Fifteen, | 
In ſhe on her Head wore a Garland of Green z 
be Lips were like'Rubles, and as for her Eye, 
ley ſparkled like Di'monds, or Stats in the Skies z 
nd 23 far her Voice, it was charming and clear, { 
ut ſhe ſung a Song for the Loſs of her Dear, 
n does my Love Billy proye falſe, or unkind, 45 
ut makes him to change like the wavering Wind dl 
. one that is loyal in ev*'ry Degree, 
Aut o * to another from me ? 


Laſt until Sleep, Death's Image, cloſe their Eyes, : 


Aol wh mitking of the cows, = FA 


V pretty ſweet Roger, come back again, IS ES * 


«| ina come back nor I canna come back b. 


You'll carſe the fond and am'rboe Nes, 


/ 
f. 
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He told her that ſhe was the Joy of his Life, 


And if Men will be falſe, why ſhould Women prove true? 


| Whil& Echo reſounded the dolorous Lay. 


| Seem clearing afreſh, like the Sl y after Rain, 
And thus he diſcoyer'd how he fr07e with his Pain, 


. 
O does he delight in my fad Overthroẽ-! 
Or does he delight for to torture me ſo ? 


His Suſan will always prove true to her Truft, 


I'm ſorry that Billy ſhould prove ſo unjuſt. | I 
In the Meadows, as we yere a making of Hay, | T 
O there we did paſa the ſweet Minutes away ; Ni 


And as we went early to Harrow and Plough, | 
I milk'd him ſweet Sillabubs under my Cow | 


O then I was kiſſed, and ſet on his Knee, 10 
No Man in the World was ſo loving as be: An 
I lull'd him to ſleep, and I watch'd him the while, WI 
And when he did wake, it was with a ſweet Smile. 1 


But now he has left me, and Fanny the fair, | 
Imploys all his Wiſhes, his Thoughts, and his Care; 
He. kiſſes her Hand, and ſets her on his Knee, 

And ſays all the fine things he once ſaid to me: 

But if ſhe beheves him, the falſe-hearted Swain, 
Will leave her, and then ſhe with me may complain; 
For nothing's more certain, believe filly Spe, 
Who once has been falſe, will never prove true. 
Her Song being ended, ſhe roſe to be gone, 

When over the Meadow e jolly young John; 


And if ſhe'd conſent, he'd make her his Wife : 
Which the not reſuſing, to Church they both went, 
Young Billy forgot, and young Suſan content : 
Moſt Men are like Billy, moſt Women like Sue, 


| 80 N G 134. 
As early I walk'd on the firſt of ſweet May, 
Beneath a ſteep Mountain, | 

Beſide a clear Fountain, 

I heard, a grave Lute ſoft Melody play; 

I liſten'd, and look'd, and ſpy'd a young Swain, 
With Aſpect diftrefſled,, 
And Spirits oppreſſed, 


Tho! 


£2 = & 


ue; 


| 
* * 


t, 


rue? 


Ly 
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Tho' Eliza be coy, why ſhould I repine, 
That a Maid much above me 
Sh not to love me ; 
her high Sphere of worth T never could thine, 

- hen why ould I ſeek to debaſe her to mine ? 
No | benceforth Eſteem ſhall govern- wy Defire, 
And in due Subjection | 
Retain warm Affection, | 
To ſhew that Self- love inflames not my y Fire, + ; 
And that no other Swain can more bumbly admire, _ 


When Paſſion ſhall ceaſe to rage in wy Deeaft, 

Then Quiet returning 

Shall buſh my ſad Mourning, © BAL, 
hd, Lord of myſelf, in abſolute Reſt, | - 
Il bug the Condition which Heav'n ſhall think beſt, 

Thus Friendſhip unmix'd, and wholly refin'd, 

May ſtill be reſpected, 

Tho' Love is rejected: 

Ina ſhall own, tho? to Love not inclin'd,. 

ut the ne'er had a Friend like her Lover refign'd. 


Mey the fortunate Youth, who hereafter * Woo. 5 

With proſp*rous Endeavour, 38 
And gain ber dear Favour, | , 
bow as well as I, what t'Eliza is due, 33  ” _ 
& much more deſerving, but never leſs truve. 


Wilt I diſengag'd from all amorous "_ 

Sweet Liberty taſting, 3 

On calmeſt Peace feaſting, . 

Imploying my Reaſon to dry up my Tears, 

þ Hopes of Heav*ns Bliſſes will ſpend my few ven. 

e Pow rs that preſide o er virtuous Love, . 
come aid me with Patience, 1 + 269 | 
To bear my Vexations ; 9999 | 
With equal Deſires my flatt' ring Heart move, x 
"th Sentiments pureſt my Notions improve, 
love in his Fetters e' er catch me in, 
May Courage protect me, oy - 
ay Prudence direct me . = 
a'd for all Fates, rememb'ring the Swain, = 

grew happily wiſe, after loving in vain. | 
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AS file Olinda ſitting was - | 
Beneath a ſhady Tree 3 5 
Much Love I did profeſs to her, 
And the the like to me: | 
But when I kiſs'd. her lovely Lips, 
And preſt her to be kind? 
She cry'd, Oh, no. But Ir 
Women's Words are. Wind. 
I hugg'd her till her Breath — : 
Then farther did intrude ; _ | 
She ſcratch'd and ſtruggled modeſtly, 
And told me I was rude;  , «+ 
I begg'd her Pardon twenty Times, 
And ſome. Concern did feigs 5 « 


Baut, like OI Sinner, 


I did the like again. 
At laſt I did by Dalliance raiſe , 
The pretty Nymph's Deſise 3 
Our Inelinations equal were, 
And mutual was our Fire: | 
Then, in the Height of Joy,. the cry 's, 
Oh | I'm undone I fear; 
Oh ! kill me, ftick me, ttick- me, 
Kill me, kill me quite, my Dear. 


- S ON G 136. 
A fond Philander, i in the Pit, 
By fair Ophelia ſat, 
A Card, by dome fly Gall'ry Wit, 
Was dropt upon his — 5 
The Nymph obſerving, Thatch'd it thence, | 
But bluſhing at the Sight, 
Confeſs'd it had explain'd her Senſe, 
And brought her Love to Light. 
The Swain perceiving her chang'd Look, 
With ſudden Rapture ſtarts, 
The Card with ſweet Compulfion took, 
And found it Kg of Hearts, 


(99) 

of Hearts J O Fortune bleft, 

gelt. but ſuch, he cry d: 2 

You reign already in my * 

She lovingly reply d. ys 
SONG 137. -; 


A 8 from a Rock paſt all Relief, 
The ſhipwreckt Colin ſpying 
His native Soil, o*ercome with Grief, 
Half ſunk in Waves, and dying: 
With the next Morning Sun he ſpies 


A Ship, which gives unhop'd — : 2 


New Life ſprings up, he lifts his Eyes 
With Joy, and waits her Motion. 

þ when by her whom long I lov'd, 
Iſcorn'd was, and deſerted, 

Loy with Deſpair my Spirits moy*d, 
To be for ever parted : 

Thus dropt I, till diviner Grace 

] found in Peggy” Mind and Face; 

hertitude appear'd then baſe, 

And Virtue more engaging, | 


Then now fince happily I've hit, 
I'll have no more delaying z; 
let Beauty yield to manly Wit, 
We loſe ourſelves in ſtaying : FR" 
[Il haſte dull Courtſhip to a Cloſe, © : 
nde Marriage can my Fears oppoſe $. 
Why ſhould we happy Minutes loſe,” 85 
Since, Peggy, I muſt love thee? _ 
Men may be fooliſh, if they hg 25 8 
And deem't a Lover's Duty, 4 
Tobgh, and ſacrifice their Eaſe, 
Doating on a proud Beauty; 
led was my Caſe for many a Var, 
| hope ſucceeding to my Fear 
aſe Betty's Charms now ds, Ns 
drr Peggy's far outſhin'd them, : 


— 
* 
g = * 


We * 
8 0 N S , 
As he ly in the Plain, ew” 
His Arm under his Head, Kais u H 
And his Flock feeding by, 4 5 


Why does it torment 1. | 
If a bitter (ſaid he) > | 
Whence are Lovers content? | A: 
Since I Auffer with Pleaſure, . 
| Why ſhould J complain, Fo 
Or grieve at my Fate, 
When I know eis vain > ID 
Yet ſo pleafing the Pain i, 
| So ſoft is the Dart, 
That at once it both wounds. me 
And tickles my Heart. 
To my ſelf I figh ofteh, 
Without knowing why, ö 
And when abſent from Phillis, 
Methinks I could dies 
But oh! what a Pleaſure _ 
Still follows my Pain, 
When kind Fortune does help ** 
To ſee her again. | 
In her Eyes (the bright Stas 
| That foretel what's to come} 
By ſoft Stealth, now and then 
I examine my Doom, 
1 graſp her Hand gently, 
Look languiſhingd 
And by pafſionate Silence 
I make my Love 
But oh! how I'm bleſt, 5 
When ſo kind ſhe does prove, | 
By ſome willing Miſtake : 
To diſcover her Love 3 
When, in ſtriving to hide, 
She reveals all her Flame, 
And our Eyes tell each other 
What neither dare name. 


How 


n 


pleaſant is Beauty! e 
my ſweet are the Charms, 
How delighful Embraces, *0 

How peaceful her Arm. ; 
Sure there's nothing ſo eaſy 
As learning to love, 
It's taught us on Earth, | 
And by all things above; 
And to Beauty's bright Standard 
All Heroes muſt yield, 
For tis Beauty that conquers, . 
And wins the fair Field. 


$ O0 N 233. 


ASIma friend, 5 
Be willing to lend 5 
In ear to theſe lines, | 
Which in pity I pen'd, ; 
'Tis a cordial advice, | 
Girls be not too nice, 
Young lovers are now 
At another gueſs price 
Than they have been 
I pray you refrain | 
Your ſcorn and diſdain, 
KF young men you light, 
They'll flight you again. 
They'll make you run mad, 
Sigh heavy and fad, 
There are not fo many 
Young men to be had 
Ass there have been. 
perhaps you ſuppoſe 
Fine furb low d . 
Vill ſerve for a portion: 
But under the role, 
U truth may be ſpoke, 
Ta but a mere joke, 
For love without mo 
Nil vaniſh like ſmoke, 
„Let me tell ye. 
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When he comes 1 . 

W 
1 er bu y wh . 

I tell you it wont do, hep 3 
There muſt be a few : 
Bright glittering guineas, 

A thouſand or two, 

Or he'll leave yp. 

Young men are grown nie, ; 

A portion they prize, 
They are done with the charms 
Of y6ur cooqueting ces. 

A portion ! they cry, 

If love you would buy; 
In order to purchaſe, 
| You then muſt bid high, 3 
br hie fingle. 55 N 

Once batchelors, they 

Did figh, whine — pray; 
Bux ſtill we're put off 

With a ſcornful delay, .- Pp: 
Down with your duſt, Nie 
A portion there. muſt ; 5 
Poor girls wou'd be glad _ 
Jo jump at a cruſt, SN 
| Cou'd ye get it. 
| + DD FO. 140. 5 
A $ I beneath the Myrtle Shade la IF 
** Sylvia the fair, in mournſul 1 | 
Veating her Grief, the Air thus wounds ; | 
Oh! God of Love, colts torment me: 
Send to my Aid ſome gentle Swain, 
Whoſe Balm apply d, may eaſe my Pain. 


Aloud I cry'd, and all the Groves reſounded, 
Heavenly Nymph complain no more, 
Love does thy wiſh'd-for Peace reftore, 
And ſends a gentle Swain to eaſe thee; 
In whom a longing Maid may find 
A Balm to cure a love-fick Mind. 


.A 


Finding at length 
0! Love, ſhe cry'd: I maſt 
Who can the ragitg | 


* 


WIT, 


Smart endore ? 


S Tcame in y Tiviot-fde,, 
And by the of B 


1 ſaw my bonny — i 


Young, ſmiling, 


Her ſkin was fafter than the Gown, | 


And white as alabaſter 3 
fer hair a ſhiving wavy 


In ſtraightneſa nate ſurpaſt her. 
lie glow'd upon her lip and cheek; 
Her clear een were ſurpriſing, 
W beautifully turn'd het neck, 
Her little breafls Juſt riſing: 3 
Ne ſilken hoſe, with gooſhets fine 
Or ſhoon with glancing laces, 


00 
he 


7% 


her fair leg, forbad to ſongs 


Well ſhapen native graces.” 


little coat, and bodice , 


Was ſum of a“, her alaithing; 
hen theſe o 'thickle air delfte 
[She'd given cle&'wi naithiog : 


ſe lean's upon a flowry brae, 9 


' By which a burny trotted; 

Os her I glowr'd my ſaul away, 
While on her ſweets I doated. 
| thouſand beauties: of deſert - 
Before had ſcarce alarm'd me, (h 
Jul this dear artleſs ſtruck my heart, 
| And but deſigning; 


charm d me. 
'd by love cloſe to my breaſt, 


ha. this fond of bliſſes 3 
Ma ſmil'd, and ſaid, Without a wo 
4 hope for 1 By killer, 


bon; 


e, 


74 
* 


whe bloſh'd arid figh'd, bf. 5 Med'cine froth 228 

Wich ſtill the more encreas'd her Pain, | 
ſhe: trove in vain, © 

obey thee z 


* 


- 
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I had nae heart to do her Rar, 


What ſhe demanded, ills chatm- / 
Of her's pled, I ſhou'd grant ber. 
Since heaven had dealt to me atovch, | 
Straight to the kirk 1 led her, 
There plighted her my faith and trowth, 
And a young lady made wr 
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Me 8 1 fat at my Spinning-wheel, - -. 
A bonny Lad- there paſſed zy; 
1 kenn' d him round, and lile'd him veel, 
Geud Faith be bad a bonny Eye : 
My Heart new Panting gan tb feel, 
But fill I turn'd my, Spinning-wheel, 
Moſt graciouſly he did appear, 
As he my Preſence did draw near, 
And round about my ſlender: Waift 
He claſp'd his Arms and me embret'd:- 
#4} To kiſs my Hand he down did kneel, 
Aas I fat at my Spinnjng-wheel.. 
WH My Milk-white Hand he did extbl;" ;, 
And prais'd my Fingers long'and ſwall; 
And ſaid there was no Lady fait. 
That ever cou'd with me-compards. 
Theſe pleaſing Wotds my Heart aid 6 
But fill I turpd my een eee HR 


Altho' 1 ſeemingly did chide,, 


But did declare his Love'the 2M 
Until my Heart was wobtnded ſore 
That I my Love cou'd ſcarce; ſe 
But yet I turn'd my Spinnifg-wheel, vn 
As for my Yarn, my Rock and Reel, 
And after that, m * ng-wheel, - po 
He bid me leave tl with Farms 
And gang with him to yonder Mead, © 
My panting Heart ſtrange Flames py feel „ 
15 ſtill I turn'd ne. 


M 


"of 1 0 8 
4 | E 
* 


And yet I coudna want herz = 21 b 


li - Yet he wou'd never be deny; = 


by Pay Po wes 


4 
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He bow qrd ga- ani ra na, dun 
Now ſpeed thee well, my bonny , fy v ind * 
But if thou It to the Hay- cd go, - 1 1 45 
Ill learn thee better Work, I tt oc. 
Gord foe eee 


2 But Rill I turn d y the. wn f 
He lowly veil'd hie Bondet oft, u #41 7A 
And ſweetly kiſs d — ſo ft; ma ev vil 
Yet till, between each honey Kiſs | 
He ung d to gang to further Rliſs z 
Till Treſiſtleſs Fire did feel, > > 
Then let alone my Spinning- wheel. 5 
Among the pleafing Cocks - 2 * qa Bag 
Then with my bonny Lad 1 lay; apa; 
What Damſel ever eovld* den,, A Phy 
A Yodth with ſuch a charming 17 5 
Tr —_— I 82295 reveal, e 1 
0 wh a. re 
i 3 0 G. 143. 28 4. = 
\ $ I faw fair FF walk alone, St rtf 
The feather d Snow oat ſoftly * „ 
like Jove deſcending froh his ToW err 
lo court her in a ſilver Shower - 1% l 
The wanton nk 16 hop r Breaſts, . ig roof, | d 1 
ure little Birds * ſts 3 4 att. De 
but being 0? ercome wit ene there, 1 
or Grief difſoly*d Loy: # Tear ; z. ee | 
ten flowing down her Garment” Few, LEY, 7 _ ot 
o deck her, froze into a Gem. a” 241 75 > 0 
$.9N.0 % ...r i 
\ $1 walk'd in the Wiss den e ming of e, 9 
| Alaſs was deplaring her hapleſs Eftate 3 hy ff | 
h a languiſhing Poſture, pogs Maid ſhe appears, , - 
| ſwell'd with het Sighs, end blubber d with Tau, = 
She cry'd and the ſobb'd, and 1 found it 2 
For a little of that which Harry gave Doll. 57 
thit he broke out, Q wretched, ſhe:ſaid,, | 1 
Fil ao Youth Dr 6 een Nr | 
BE” ane 42 | | 
He K 2 | With | 


| (2 100 5 5 " 
With what be with Eaſe and Pleaſure may give, 
Without which, alas filr KO, 
Shall I never leave er and 4 9 
For a little of that, &æc. 
At firſt when I ſaw young: Man i in the Place, 
My Colour would fade, and then. fluſh in my Face: 
My Breath it grew ſhort, and. I ſhiver's all o'er, 
My Breaſt never popp'd-up and down ſo before 
t J ſcarce knew for what, but have find *twas all 
* a little of that, c. * 


s o . G ws. 


8 AS 1 went forth to view the Spring ket 
Which Flora had adorned . _ 5 
In Raiment fair; now every Thing 
T be Rage of Winter ſeorned; , 
J caſt mine Eye, and did eſpy. . | 
A Youth, who made great. Clamour ; 
And drawing nighy Theard as 
Ah! omnia vincit Amor. 
Upon his Breaſt he lay along, 
lard by a' murm' ring Ricker, | 
And mournfully his doleful Song 
+ With Sighs he did deliver, 1 a 4 
Ah! Jenny's Face, and comely Grace, 
# Hel Locks that ſhin'd like, Lammer, 
With burning Rays have cut my Days 5 | 
For omnia vincit Amor. 


Her glancy Een like Comets ſheen, 
| The Morning Sun out-ſhining, 
© "Have caught my Heart in Cupid' + Net, 

And make me die with welke 

Durſt I complain, Nature's to me, 
So curiovſly to frame her, 

| Whole Beauties rare make me with Cars 

Cry, omnia vineit Amor. | 


Ve cryſtal Streams that ſwiftly glide, 
Be Partners of my Mourning; 
Ve fragrant Fields and Meadows — 


5 | 
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Let every y Tree a Witheſv' be; Neid ! wral9 of vd if wt 


How juſtly I may blame bk 0 ben 
en, e ek ray Work, my 
Ah ! omnia vincit Amor. mor gazonteb n aff 


LE 
* 


3 Pertd- ye yen 8 7 I 7 5 Ir 
Had the been kind as the w e yer 1H 


She long had been 2 yp „ 
Fray. or for Virtoes rare, 
Wh' of Life now makes me tir d. 3917910 "904 D 
Thus ſaid, his Breath bogunito hits £51 24 % 41 fiend? 
By could not ſpeak, but ſlammer fs bad 

He figh'd full ſore, and ſaid = desi 24363 hork + 
But omnia vincit Amor 
When Iobſerv'd him near toDeath, | 2 G18 
I mn in haſte to ſave him; n tin nel be Bu 
ä d his ez dri 10 dt 0 U 

the Wound — ddibs h geen ant 
Now for bi Sake, this Vow 1 U | make, 5 
My Tongue ſhall ay defamecher: 
While on his Herſe I'll write ee. 4 A 
Ah omnia vincit Amoms "oloH © nn 1 „ 
Straight I confider'd in my en Dae ba 
Upon the Matter rightiy, 1 81 yi eren he 
And found, tho Qupid he be hing tn K 
He proves in Pith moſt mighty. r VO | 


4 *$ « 
s £3434 


And Vulcan with his Hamma 


did ever prove the Slaues of Love, 00 3 5 2 dnl 
For omnia vincit A A % dk ct 


Hence we may ſee th Blot of Lone, My att 
0 Gods and Men keep under, SE TP a, 
1 nothing can his Bonds rem, , 
0r Torments breaks aſunder +... 2 „ 
Nor Wiſe, nor Fool, need go to ee e 
To learn this from his Grammar; „ „„ 
His Heart's the Book where he's to ba, Ee ate, 
For omnia vincit _ p e 
118 NS 
A Sin a Grove I latgly e 
And free from Cares dig idly rove, - © 
\Þ Boy lay ſleeping in the Shade, 
Ki the dreadful God of any Lur'd 


4 


For warlike Mars, nor thund ring Javes ww vil] ee] 


n r WPI 


( 202.) 
| Lar'd by bis Charms I nearer dem 55 
And ſaw of that diſdainful Maid. 8 =» 
Whom I had vow'd no; more to Woo, 115 Ho 

The dear deluding From aiglay's, 3 
Her ruby Lips and graceful Mein 

The Urchin wore, In vain 1 firoxe, 1 
I figh'd ; he ſtarted from the Green: 

The ſlighteſt Thing will waken . 
Strait ſeizing his revengeſul —— 

And taking out a ghoſen Dart Dart, 959 
He meditates a fatal Blow:3: : | 

And, as he fled, transfix'd. — Hair, 

Return to Sylvia, fooliſh Swain, 

And languiſh at her Feet, ſaid he ; 
You ſhall her Captive ſtill remain, 

Sant] | | 


27 6 . 


eee # 4; 1 
As it fell on a Holy- dax, | | 
upon a Holy-tide , 
; upon a Holy-tide ff OY 
And when John Dory wo Vaio as cone, 
A little before the Gate a3 
Jobn, Dory was fvted, the Porter was with, 
To let him in thereat . 
The firſt Man that John Dory —___ 
N uin e M 5 
n Dory could — 
E fell down in a Trance 2. 0 
A Pardon, 'a Pardon, «my Liege and m 20 
For my Merry Men and for men; 7 ig 


l 3 And all the Churls in merry England 
| I' bring them alt bound to thee a. 
And Nichol was'then a Corbilh, Man, 
A little beſide 147 . 
black Batik, 


And he mann' d f 
Wich fiſty good, el 5 fe 


IS 


43 . "us A * * 
yo TT. „ ©, wwe a6 HS . 


(ez) 


And lock 


Who ho! who ho! 4 gvodly, Ship I do . 1 


* 7 


[ trow it to be John Dory a. 
hoiſt their Sails, both 7 op. j 
The Mizen and all was ES 
And every Man ſtood to his 
Whatever ſhould betide a. * 1 
The roaring Cantions then were gya: 
| And Dub a dub went the Drum ; 


ie ſounding Trumpets loud they cry d, 1 
To courage both all and ſome 4 


The grapling Hooks were brought. at length, 


The brown Bill, and the Sword a; 


n Dory at length; for all his Strength, 
Was clapp d faſt under board a. | 
S O N. 8 148. 
| $ late, while Slumber did infole 
My loos'ning Limbs. =_ downy nau, 
And Fancy "ga | 


The loft Saphira lay. 111 
. 1 

hs Roſen were upon the B | 

Er 

Gently, . when the Zepliye blows. 
Upon the wav'ting Corn. 

Thouſand Paſſions fir'd Soul | 

„ kagth now the Bet rate, x 
Yet did, not enter in: 

Antent bf Lily Hand l pred, 

ptood gazing on her ff "- 
I Skin. 

— beat his "ofrly-founding Wop, 5 
th the rear'd her bended Head, 

Fith feet confuſing Bluſhes faid, 


Mut mean you Tyte, here? 


i | N * ( | ; 4 } f 
- unto 5 Main | 3 91 43 ? 4 22 6 +4 > Ht 
of ups þ 2 8 * 2 7 
hat 1 "IT, ft ſ £ a Wo £4 * - $85 7 - &E # L 
a 


. — 5 4, avs. — 
rr * 
. 4 _ —_ * by =: 


— — 
- * 8 X 


Frown 1 Loy my. 5 ng * 
Forgive the T n play's 
*Twas Love Ax . 
Love, n in, e 
Bid me no longer figh ip Lin; 7 
Forget, ſaid he, yobr — th 18 
Follow, when Cupid leadeth 8 
Come, ſee where be has fag d his de, 
And where I'll make. you __ 
Behold the lovely Queen of | Tt 
He ſmil'd, and — eee rs at.” 
. Lull'd in the Arms of Reſts M 


| To morrow ſhall her Glories. 4iſe 
To gild the Morg, tg. led . 

And ſtreteh her ample Rein: 
What Numbers ſhall t moxrow. prqug Eh 
The Pow'r of Beauty, and, f „ 75 2 1 
Haſte then, the preſent — be, 5 n 
To gain the Nymph farifarure Joys 1 

Made yours by Hymen's.Ghain: 
The God commanded, I obey'd, EY 
And why ſhou'd not.my perk Maid 

| Conſent to eaſe m e FRA 

| Long has my faith Heart been trnd, 

= Let me no longer be deny 3: YO oorigt+ g: 

| Refign your courted : rf ⏑ ..”. 61] 

T am, my _ for ever . nen, 21 
Auf de-de ic, wy 
Saphira, ſmiling, feign'd a 2 . I. 

Love laugh'd aloud, and r bm 855 

IT be Scene all ſhifted Place: 

The Nymph was vaniſh d with — | 
The Pillow fill'd my claſping Arme, 

And mock'd my fond Exnhrac 3 | 

| S O N G. 

| A S Love-fick Corydom beßde 

A murm' ring Riv'iet lay, 


in'd he his Caſmglia's. vhs.” 


2 FE plainingy dy'd away, 


— 


— vt———L—!UlP—UU— —[—— . — — 2 — 
- 4 0 — 2 £ 2 1 
5 - / 


j 

þ 

: 

: + 

: 

4 

i - 


\ 


R 4 


P DEA oe oo 4 


Your T the 
To — tell what I . 
perhaps tbey U pity me. 


How aft to Vallies, no Hibs 
Did he, alas ! complain, - 

How oft re-echo'd they his ls, + 
And ſeem'd to ſhare his Pally 


low oft, DIE 


And on the 
Jogav'd he Tales of his cafe; 
And what his Soul ſuſtains, = 
Yet fruitleſs all bis Sorrows prov'd, 
And fruitleſs all his Art; 
de ſcorn d the more, the more „e, 
And broke, at laſt, his Heart, 
8 N G 1 5 
rere, youthful Dreſu, 
My Love ſo gay did once appear; 
of Charms dwelt on ber Faces. 
es did-inhabit there, 
Thus while th* Enjoyment was but younge 
Each Night new Pleaſures did create; 
Humonious Words dropt from her Tongue, _ 
And Cupid on her Forehead fat, eke e pet 
dunn the Sun to Weſt declines, 1; ++) 
The Eaſtern Sky low colder grow. 44... | 1 ! 
And all its bluſhing Looks reſigns, 4 N 
+ To th' pale- fac'd Moon that rules below : Whil 


(0b), 
While Love e brit, and warm, (mean? 


My Chloe then was kind nd gay ; 0 | 
But when by Time. I dn the , 
Her Smiles like Autumn groft Aways 1 n 
N 3 N 8 151. 2 
'A S\muſing I mag'd iq che Meads all alone, 


A beautiful Creature Was Waking her Moan, | 

Oh! the Tears they er full faſt from her Efe, 

And ſhe piere d both the A m Heart with ke 
Cries, 

Oh! n aid Welle fall f from ber Bye, 

And the vente bag ths, ip i my Heart wit 


Cries, ET TONE 
I gently requeſted the £ Eauſe.of her, W 
She told me her ple nd way flown, ... 


And in that ſad Poſture ſhe'd gver remain, 
Unleſs the Dear Chon wauld pe back wit 
Oh ! the Tears, c. 8 


ene A lh Ke. 


2 1 e e ene 5 . 


To Paſſion ſo tender what: 
„ Ob! the Tears, &. .5, 
Ti neither for Man, yas 
I That thus in lamenting — key ba. 
My Ward'let Celeſtal, feet Darling pf Pare, 
1 I a Shadow of ſomething; a Be withoys Name. 
E ©: Oh! the Ten, 1 © Ce 
FF. | Perhaps tis fome Linnet;' forme” Blackbird, faid'f; | 
|. Perhaps tis your" are ati aus ro the Shy 
Come dry up your Pears, and you Relief, | 
| I'll bring you another to ge you eller. 
Oh! the Team, &. Ae aan 5 * 
No Linnet, Blackbir J. 90 1 „ . 
But one — 5 tune fu 18 than all Thee; 
My ſweet Senefino, for whom T thu! cty, 0 
1 than all Ano win | a rs that By, 


"199: 


den Farnell . | 
Whom Stars — 2 ext. 
dieu to the Op ra, ny 
My Darling fo gone, ' es TN, Ga, 
Dh! the Tears, & c. 15 T4 Cm 
S O0 N G. 163. 
\ $ Naked almoſt, 28 er you appears 
Than Diana, when ſpy d 3 
et that Suag- hunter Fate, yo 1 bere, e 
We hope you're too gentle to Jaf on. ON, 220 
o he like 2 Fol, toak a Peep, and nd. 00 mores 
$0 the gave him a lange Pair of. Hor 
Nhat Goddeſs, undreſt, ſuch Neglect ever 
Or what Woman e' er parden d ſuch Scorn, a 
x Man who with'Beauty feaſts only his Eyes, 
With the Fair always wales bis Gn Raja, | 
ſo ſhall find by our ARtiotis, -6ut-Liooles, andour She, 
dene not barely tontonted with. e. * 
S O0 N Ibn W 
i 1 Fountains flow'ry Side _ 28978 FT 
The bright Selihdu-lay, © wrt gold 
er Looks encreds'd the Summer „ide, 
Her Eyes the Blene of Dy. 
Tie Roſes bluth'd with deeper red, 
To ſee chemſelves ary why Lib ,t 
(he Lilies ſnrunk into their jt 289 | boyd ths 
To find ſuch Rival ſhone- ict | „ ti 
ick thro' the Air tö this Neben regf wha add 
4 Bee induſtrious flew 3 * # Wk 1 1. | 1 66 - 


2 er Wh IS £2992 ff ont 
balmy £2 40H 110157 WOT 


5 r De aich nog goil 


Her roſy Lips he found 


he r met his n 
and dropt upon the Gtvund, 

0, bleſt Bee, thy Fa 

Nor at thy F . 5 1 
r Kings would ae ropa a. 


fy 


ine Dn pt 


na, Sir: Te 
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All in dteary Hamttocks ſhrouded, 


At Midnight with Streamers F Ying, 4 
Our triumphant Navy rode ; 
There, while Vernon fat all bee 


From the Spahiards late De 
And his Crews with „ 
r zn: ? _ 
On a ſudden, ſhrill y-ſounding, © WY. 
Hideous Yells and Shrieks wa, 
Then, each Heart with „ ox erm 
A fad Troop of Ghoſts spear d; £ 


Which for Winding-Sheets they wore 3 | 
And with Looks by Sorrow clouded, 1 5: 
: Frowning on that hoftile Shore. | 
On them gleam'd the Moon's . ' 

When the Shade of Hofier brave 

His pale Bands was ſeen to muſter, - 

„ Rifng from their. wat'ry Genet. . 

Oer — slimm' ring Waves he hy a bim, 5 
Where the Burford rear'd. her Bal, 

With Three Thouſand. Ghoſts = wh kim, 
And in Groans did Vernon hall. 

Heed, oh heed! our fatal Story, do Seam? 
I am Hofier's injur'd Ghoſt; E 

'You who now have purchas d "BY 5 
At this Place where I wa jn 

Tho' in Porto Bello's Ruin 
You now triumph free from Fears ; , 

When you think of our Undoing, | © 
You will mix ybur Joys with Tea. 


See theſe mournfy]' Speftres ſweeping 
Ghaftly o'er this hated Wave, 
Whoſe wan Cheeks are ftain'd en 
Theſe were Engliſh Captains brave, | 
Mark thoſe Numbers. pale and horrid, 
Who were orice thy Sailors bold, 
% de .hangs his droopintz Forehead, 
| his diſmal Fate i told, 


2 


"NO eee 
J, twenty Sail attended, yg un er 1 
12 this Spaniſh Tom aiights 0 s 


1 
Nothing then its Wealth 4 * nip tit 11 
But my Orders not to fat . 
Oh! — in this rolling Ocean 201 1.2 

I had caſt th [with 1 i inn We” ty 


And obey'd my Heart d Motten, &F a e 
To have quelPd the Pride 8 = 3 ders 
For Reſiſtance I 9 


2 


fix 510 5 
Then the a 8 e 25 
Had our foul D 


„ een, x : 00 x 

Gd din Sap 5M 1 

Thus, like thee, N diſr 5 : 
And her Galleons e ee Wa” 

Tho? condemn'd for 1 88. * 455 oh ot 11 | | x 5 1 
Nr dom | 

To have fallen, my Countr: 


Unrepining at — Ce ic viewt vio ad 
Thy ſucceſsful Afms w a ah 33 3m 
Bat remember qur ſad Sevry 3 | 
And let Hoſier's Wong 1 ri 5 fs _ 1 
dent on this foul Clime to ain 8 1 oi; nt = 1 
Think- what Thouſands Wy * |. | i 
Waſted with Diſeaſe * 4 An LY - | 
Not i orious Battle Bain,” = ; | i 
7 Mal my — e ü AE | 
rom their oo n e 55 | 
Thro? the hoary Foam dſcending, 170 44:8 
{cre 1 feed my conſtant Woes: ' as 
her the Baſtimento' b. viewing, 
We recal our ſhatbeful Doom, 
nd our plaintive Cries reneWings: . 


"ker they ihe Wright Cen. 


* 


_ 


5 . | 


0 ˙ er theſe Waves for ever mou "= 
1 roam depri id el Reft z 


3 
* 
4 


to Britain's Shores returning, 
yr neglect my juſt Requeſt; 
After this proud Foe ſubduing, R Life's 
When your Patriot Friends you ſee; 5 1 
Think on Vengeance for my Ruin, | De: 
And for Englan# ſham'd in me. 5 No an 
8 ON 155. We! Todil 
A 8, on a Sun-ſhine Summer's Day, Por 
2 100 the green Wood bent my Wigs,” 1 drav 
That lonely Path my Fancy took | vo in 
Was guided by 3 Silver Brook : 1 I 6 
And truſt me, truſt me, al kae, : - Mile 
Was to be pleas d, and innocent. | With 
P pon its flow'ry Banks I fat, So Fou 
ERegardleſe or —_—— B ; Our h 
So took, my, Pipe, and "gan to play _ SY TOR 
The Jolly Shepherls Round: PE As 
All in the ſelf. ſame e br, wo a, It us 
Youthful Sylvia chanc* We, 3 | For 
And, by its Echo led, drew neary 
My rural oaten Reed to hear; 
But ſurely, ſurely, all. 2 5 . 
T held her by the glowirig Hand, 


Zhbe ſomething ſeem'd to und 5 5 
Her ſwelling Sighs, Ber melting Lak, 
. Thur ſomething Woe too * * ty 


But truſt me, but 
| RR Ng 12 6 * N 
5 A Jon « vernal Ex ning fair, F 
Damon and Celia (happy Pali) | 
Sat on a flow'ry Bank inclin'd : 
Beneath a fragrant Myrtle Shade, 
' While their young Offspring round em play's, 
- Thus raviſh'd Damon op'd his Mind, 
Oh! what happy State is this,” 
Thy 064.98 whavw low . 


3 * 


38 


| {+1 144 0 

Toes Love, pure, PR 
Whether I turn my Look on the,. ee 
Or vonder Infant Charmers fee 3. 

Sill Vi Views of Joy ſalute Wi 11 
Life's higheſt Bleffings all are mine, 
And doubly ſo by being thine, . - = _ 

Dear Crown of all that I enjoy. 
No anxious, guilty Thoughts I. God. 
Todiſcompoſe my Peace of Mind: 

Pore Love yields Sweets without Ab. 


Idtaw no ruin'd Virgin's Tear, ry 
No injur'd Parent*s Curſe I hear; 
I dread no violated Laws 
{ loſe no Honour, waſte n 
With no Diſeaſes wound wy Health, _ 
Foul, as the ſhameful * their * 
Our holy Union Heav'n approves 
And Cnlles indulgent on our 4 
As our unnumber d Bleſſings how . 
Ob! let our Virtue then improve, 
ht us ſecure more Bliſs above 3 n 5 
For more we cannot wiſl below. 


1%" 4, IG 


S Sylvia in a Foreſt lays! oe +17 a7 
To vent her Woes alone, 
Her Swain Philander paſs'd that War, 
And heard her dying Moan, , | 
Ab! i 1 my Love, ſaid ſhe, to you 7 
So worthleſs and ſo vain ? 'd EEE x 
Why is your uſual Fondneſs now 
Converted to Diſdain ? | ” 4:47 
Youvow'd, The Day ſhould Darkneſs ton, 
3 you'd forſake your Lovez © 
* you unfaithful prore. 
Was it for this 1 credit grave 
To ey' ry Oath you ſwore ? 
dat ah! it ſeems they moſt ate,” 
"ROE our Charms adore. 
2 


What Crime, Philan 


„ 
"Tis plain your Angie in Deck, 
The Practice of Matkfg : 

Alas! I ſee it. — but too ate, 8 
My Love before 7 


Yes, for your ſakd neglected on 
And hugg'd you into Fate? en . 
For you, delighte could die de, 
Bot oh!! with Ui ih | 
To think that fooliſh, rn 5 W 
Should by yourſelf be Kid. inc br 


But what avail my fad. aints, 
N you my Cauſt nel woe... 
y Wailing inward 
Without the wiſh's Mo Kor 
This ſaid, —2l! breathlefs, "Road 
Her Head upon her Hs Hanz, TY 
She found her vital Spirits | 1, 
And Senſes at a ſtand,” 


Philander now begins ta, melt, 
But ere the Word was ſpe 50 
The heavy Hand of Death ſhe " 4 
And her poor Heart was broke; 14s 
S O Ne „.. 
AS ſoon as the Chaos was turn'd inter Form, 
And the firſt Race of "Men N 4 Good: from 2 
They quickly did join LHarm;. 
| In a Knowledge divine, | 
That the World's chiefeſt dae were Women on 
Wine : 
Since when by Example; improving, IT 
Wine gpverns our Days, Lo t our Ni 
Love on then, 5 
Tis a Folly to nl Saks 
On a 8 out of our Reaches; an 
Be moral in Tt 1 5 oh 


Fa 


; (434). 1 Al 's | 


For ws mx Eriends,.” 11 dt 
Never, never, my Frieny, 5 | 


ee neyer,.. my Friends, was an I Vw, 5 


2 when Knaves would ow e ee e 
ſeem wiſeQQ. Tr 
8 0 * 0 1 18 
1 Shade _> * 
ſth woful Mood, the Love-lorn Maia, 
Thus wail'd in plaining Song, ; 
te Tears forth ſtreaming 21 278. 
Adown her Cheeks faſt ah, 
ſi Eyes, which now no longer ſhine 
bb, well-a-day | Does Collin then 
Make Mock of all m my Smart? 
a he ſo ſoon forgot his Vows, 
_ Which won my Maiden Heart? 
, witleſs Damſel! ay did 1 
$% ſoon myſglf refign ? 
Ul why ad thou, falſe Shepherd, er. 
Ty Heart ſhou d fill be mins? 
0b! Collin, Collin, call to mind 
What you to me did fay, _ 
u we in yonder Field were laid 
Beneath the cocking Hay; any. 
ld tenderly I ftroak'd thy Cheeks, 
Ny Apron o'er thee ſpread, 
ch'd haſty Kiſſes from thy Lips, | 
And lull'd thy leaning Head. 
Md you not ſwear, that Hounds ſhou'd firſt 
on tim'rous Hares unite 3 * 
e Fox with Geeſe, with Lambs, the Path 
[And with the Hen, the Kites 
de Moon (that roves like thee) ſhou d fall I 
The Stars, benighted prove; 
ſde Sun (that burns like me) ſhou'd ceaſe 
W HS 


- Pan Ie 
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bby 5 we 125 
Thou Sun, no more with Glory 1 fin 3 


he K 


Ve Stars, extinguiſſ q be) 


Drop down, thou Moon, and fall to Earth, 


For Collin's falſe to me. 


The Damſel thus, , with 
Rehears'd her piteous 
When ſhe perceiv'd 


her fading 


Draw near, alas! its Cl Cloſe, 


But firſt, fore warn d by 
Ah! "Maid no more, 


But he that takes to him a = 


Doth make his Burthen double ;- 


Tyra fl brimful, | K 
vg Le 


EN a Me, 


Ye Laſſes all, ſhun flatt'ri Na,; 
Then clos'd her Eyes 745 I, 
8 0 NG 5 85 
5 As Sparks fi party Mg is 
To Sorrow and to 


For Women we have always found, | 
In Strife and Miſchief to abound :. 
Of Man they make a Babble, 
Of Man, &c. 


Oh! Job he was a patient ho 


20% 
He liv'd in ſpite o'th* Devil 


10 Goods and 
Job was very civil: 


Vet 


But when he took to him Aa Nurle, 


a xp 


- 00! 


rov d indeed his grea 


ſhe prov'd his Beate Lok, 
Ah! the prov d, Kc. 
Sampſon was a mighty Man, 5 
He fill'd the World with Wonder; 
With au- bone he de l 


teſt Cui 


iſtines ſlew, 


Chattles all were 1. 


7% 


His Blows did ſound like * 


But when with Dalilah he 
The Sorc'reſs ſoon his Strengt 


| N brought him i 
She quickly, & = 


2 


dee l; 5 


(irs) )/ 
king David was an upright: my T7 
prey gp ky 0 
otil that 3 he K 
That pretty pleaſi ixewy ' 5 7 ae 
When he he aan Body view's, 
He found his Goodneſs ſoon ſubdu*d 7 
She wrought him great abe, 5 
She wrought, Se. 1 
King Solomon wid die Witeft n 
That ever try'd with Womajs; 
When he had try'd the Set all tound, | 
The Virtuous not” the l | 
re all alike, he wiſely cry d 
— Vanity and Pfige; . 
Tbey merit Praiſe of no May | 
es merit, &c, 
poor Man he goes oat s- Work, 
= band as he is able; ' 
At Night when he comes home wel ure, 
She bids him rock the Cradle; n 
nd if the ſams He doth f 125% 
The ſaucy Puſs will dice 
And thump him with the *, 
And thump, &. 0 
The Thief that rides up Badem il, 
To Oliver Cromwell Palace, 
May find ſome Friend perchancte Mp is, 
To fave him from the Gadow: 
0h! no, he eries, drive om to Gib, 
[Il ne'er be Slave to my own Rib, 
Drive on the Cart, good Pelhows, - 
Drive on, &c. 
s O * U — 
A $ ſwift as Time put round the — 
And huſband well Life's littte 
Perhaps your Sun, which ſhines ſo b 
lin ſet in everlaſting Night, ' 
* che the me Ba, ſhou'd tie, 
ere t e Morn, mia. cloe out 
Then drink before it be — late, F re, 
Fx faatch the preſent bb dom mu. 


Xx. 


7 1 
21 ws oe 
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( ar6;} | 
Come, fill a Bumper, fill it round,  - 
Let Mirth, and Wit, and Wine abound 4. 

In theſe alone true Wiſdom lies, . 
For to be merry's to be wiſe, 
8 0 uh G 268, 
i AS the Delian God 
/ To fam'd Helicon, 
From Homer s High Court deen 
There the tuneful Muſes playing he found 
A Sonata divinely rare; | 
When Thalia touch'd the charming Flute, 
Erato ftruck the warbling Laute; 
And Clio's Treble joining tot, 

Made the Harmony 3 os, - 

Then Euterpe's full Baſfg 

The ſweet Conſort did raiſe, 

And with ſweet Pleaſure each. Senſe was alarm' a; 

Ev'ry Note was 1 
5 Ev'ry Hand employ d, | 

With —_— ox the flow'ry Vallies rung 3 . 
Apollo filent was his Tongue z 2 
But, when 1 2 Calliope ſung, 
Ah! TD 6 ROT 
- G 163. 
A S the Snow i in Vale lying, 
Phebus his warm Beams applying, 
Soon diſſolves and runs away; 
So the Beauties, ſo the Graces 
Of the moſt bewitching Faces, 


At approaching Age wo. i 
As a Tyrant, when degraded, 
Is deſpis'd, and is upbraided 
By the Slaves he ones controul'd ; 
So the Nymph, if none could move her, 
Is contemn'd by every Lover, ves 
When her Charmi are growing old, 
Melancholick Looks and Whining, 
Grieving, . Pining, 
Are th' our Rigours move 3 
_-Poft Careſſes, am ed 3 | 
Melting Sighs, t 
* the bleſt Eft -; 


uy ; 2 * 


TY 
* - 
1 
* 
* * 


* , ug 
yank. } Mraz; | 


been. 0 | 
Up on the Rio ot MIO gnome no 
With tot ring Pace, a fiery Face 
Suſpicious of high Flight 4 '- 
The Guards who-tgole him by his Look, 
For ſome chiefFirehrandy;.o7 -/ of! 
ed whence he eme, what Was 18 — 
Who are you? id, Triad nd. vd 
Tm going home, fror Mesting come“ 
Ay, ſays one, that's the'Qafe,,  , 
ame Meeting he bas burat;, yo er, 
The Flame's ſtill in his, Facer 
dn thought twwas tige — Crime, | 
And ſaid, my chief Intent + I 46. 2427; J 44. 
Was to aſſwage my thoſty Raya A ! mY 
ch“ Meeting that Wen. e 
Come, Friend, be plain, yon tit vdo, * 
dzys one, pray let as know; 1 be nl 19 54h 
hat we may find how you're ielin'@,i'.- A necicrrres 
Are you High Church of Low ,; 
hn ſaid th that, P tell — H: 11% 
To end Debstes and a er ak 
U can ſay, this is the Wa, 2 t din e. 
| feer my Counſe of Life. ag et eq 
Ie er to Bow nor Burgeſs go, 1 air 1 
To Steeple-houſe nor Hull 
be briſk. Bar-bell beſt dare Zeal, 
„Vith, Gentlemen; dye call? : 
x then am I Low — 
Tom that Tow'r or no Stehle, 
vie merry Toltexahs the Sc 
And muſt make high-flown — Ba 


— as — 
— — — . = 

l = - — 
— —— — — — — 
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(mus). 
The Guards came. on, and lock dat John; 
With Countenance moſt | 
By Whiſper round they all Gen found, 
Fe was no damayg'd Peaſant: 
Thus while John ſtood, the beſt he cou'd, 
Expecting their Decifion, 
Damn him, ſays one, let kim be gone, . 
0 He's of our own Religion. 4 
$ rainly 115 3 * 
wiſhing, gazing, dying, 
A The fond Narcithus lay ; *. | 
Kind Echo, to his Sighs replying, , 
| Theſe Words was heard to fan: 
Ah! wretched Swain, by Pride — tp 
That Pois ner of the Mind; 
That Vice by none but Fools obey'd, | 
| That Teſt of Soul dcin; 
That dang'rous Ill, which ne er is found! 
In ſuch as with Minerva's Gifts are crown'd, 
What will yo do when Time decaying 
| ly beauteous Face, 


And you the Laws of Fate obeying, 4 725 AS 

Muſt to old Age give Place ? par, | 

| Old Age, which comes with Swiftneſs on 3 2 Laugh 
bu Your hafty Minutes fly: An 
| Some Part of what you were is zone; as Till; 
| Death is nigh : An 
When Time and Pain your Charms abate, Then 
no will you then this Chryſtal Mirror hate ? Yet 
| The God of Love you're now offending, | As In 
He looks with Anger down | Th 

| And while you're on yourſelf attending, = And d 
Regardleſs of his Frown, - See 

He'll make you curſe that fatal Hour Thus 

In which you hither came: | My 

Whin hs rant Lies Mearns Pow'r, ** 


Yau'll your Indiff rence — | 
And wiſh to me you'd kinder pro : 
TONY much leſs, your own ecken. 


7 


(m9). 

zone, be gone, +1 hae 
. inward Anguiſh 
kerb Ae mage efings 
For himſelf 
The pitying Nymph ſtood grieving by 
To ſee his vain Defire ; 
With out-ſtretch*d Aron the heard h en, 
e 3 
Why does t r attracting Shape 
From wy Embrace with ſo much Tate pe} 


While thus he was himfelf admiring 3 . 

The cruel ſportive Pow'r, wa t 
Who ſaw his Reaſon was expicing, /- 

Transform'd him to a Flow'r : 

The Nymph'amaz d, the Wonder view'd, | 

And wou'd not thence rem re 
At length ſhe by ber Grief ſubdu'd, 

An empty Voice did provee?2?2?2?s? 
Both were to Folly Victims made, od 
She by her Pn he by Pride betray d. ET 

s O'N G 166 ee | 

A $ unconcern'd and free a Alt, 

I did retain my Liberty ; - 

Lagh'd at the Fetters of the Fair, 

And ſcorn'd a beauteous Slave to be: Wil 
Jill your bright Eyes 'd my Heart, ' 4 £1267 £2 un 

And firſt inform'd me 3 14 L997 01 an 
Then Pleaſure did invade each Part, ea 32 - 
Yer to conceal my Flame I frove. 

As Indians at a Diſtance pay 
Their awful Reverence Les Sun x 
and dare not till he I bleſs the Day, 

Seem to have any thing begun: 
Thus I reft, till a 4 
| My Looks and houghts I do inn . 
And tremble to expreſs De « 

de you pleaſe toeaſs wy Pains 
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x i F | 7 
| As walking forth to view the Phin, 2 
Upon a Morniggegilyg)-ot rn 
hile May's ſweet Scent did: ha my d, 


From Flowers wish reg! fu a 
I chanc'd to meet a pretty Mad. * 


She ſhin d, >tho?! ——— 5 

Iaſk'd her Name; Sweet Sir, fre . 

My Name is e 
I ſtood & while, end did dire 

To ſee a Nymgz fo tel 

So briſk an Air there did agpear 

In a Country-maid u ntν 4 

Such natural Sweetneſs he | al. | 
Like a Lily in, Bie 6 . b ern f 

Diana's ſelf was ne' er — 

Like this ſame Katatine ie. 

Thou Flow'r of Females, Beauty's 

| Who ſees thee, ſurs fnuſt piise . 

Tho? then we det — e but mean, to 

Let t e cannęt gi E e 3 3 

Thy handſome Air, and gacefal Look 

Far excels any clowniſh | 

Thou'rt Match for Lain, or „ b. 

My charming Kathauae "Que... | 

O were I but ſome wt We 

To feed my Hlecle beſide daa; 

At Bougbting time ey cnn Plain. 

In milking to abide hee; 

I'd think myſelf a happier Man, 
With Kate, my Qlubwand 

Than he that hugs bis/Thoukunk den, 

| Had I but Katharing Doe 

Then I'd deſpiſe th Imperial Throne, 

| . 5 IN U Stations ; . 

'd be no , TD Wear BO. — 

I'd ſmile at c Natians - 

Might J careſs, and ſtill polſeſe 

The Laſs of whom I'm vogie; 

For theſe are Toys, and ſtill look leſs, 


aaa” with Katzaring Ogie, 


„ 


.% 


tat I fear the Gods have hor decreed 


For me ſo fine a Creature, (ECO 


Whe Beauty rare makes her exceed 
All other Works in Nature; 
ane ſurround „ 


That are both davk and ſogie 4 


Fity my Caſe, ye Pow'rs above, 
Elſe I die for Kathatine Orgie. 


s O0 * G/: 166. 


$, when on RC 
The Sun his Splendof 
fe kd ey 
From Mariana's Eyes 
— 
t wounds wi 2 
And feſters in the Heart. 
t dead of Night. when Cate $ 
ir, al” 
An barr's fee Re net 
When Mornin 1 
— geren dg of of Pie, 
ö ed is my He 2 1 * 
While others icht. 13.30 8 
it Noon, when Day bu rain 
My Sorrows grow intenſe ; 
lor s my Caſe bembdan d, 
| When ent Houry agent. 
en haſten, friendly Death, © 
And eaſe me of my W 
ho would not yield his Breath, 
When Love's declar'@ his Fee? 


r 


Ask me t how 
All the Carts of Life d 
da, Won ne 


& 7944 FN 4 


* 
* 51 1 * 


Ta) 
You may live and lens . I., ins 12212 
You like me may Care def. Fin 28 + Jt 47 ; 
All the Pangs the Heart endes, 
Woman, Woman, Women ours. - he 
AM ns af empty Tus, Lek. 7060 ei $1 0h 
Feats of Arms and dranken r F200 SY T6. 
I hpve Pleaſure more divine; © ” NED yer 11 
Woman, Woman, Wemghs ace: i 
Rapture more than Folly ka] 
_ -» More than Fortune can. rr 
Flowing Bowls and cagguer td Fields, . 
Woman, Woman, W iehds....... 
Aſk me not of Woman's, 
Broken Vows, and faithleſs — 
Tell the Wretch that piges, ape. — 
23 Woman, Women i 
All Delights the Heart can 
More than Folly can beſtayy, z, nec! 
Wealth of Worlds, and 
Woman, Woman, W Woman br 


rings. 
SOLO 17% 
A h 12 ht. 75 - 

. irſtling o 
. Aſk me, why I ſend to you lead 
This Primroſe all be-pearl'd with Daw = 
IT muſt whiſper to your | 
The Sweets of Love are Wal with Tan, 


. Aſk me, why this Roſe doth, Ho... 
| 22 wu, and ck ly 5 
Aſk me au de Se is week ? 
And yielding each Way, Jet net break ge 
J muſt tell you, theſe dilcover . | 
What Doubts and Feazs: arg io. „Ln. 


SK not the G 10 1 ＋ K 
uſe, w len 
A So long delays her Flows: rs. to ate 
Why warbling Birds forget to fog, _ 
And Winter Storms invert the Year 5 
Chhloris is gone, and Fate provides. 
To make it _ where ſhe reſides. 


_ 0 bY 


F 


* $437 . 


42 
* 


A Face that 
And change 


Where thou had' before, 

Tho fhoul't have made ber Mete) bat 

When Chloris to the Tempe toll!" «vid 
Adoring Crowds before Ney Nik 8 

be can reſtore the Dead Teen Tee, * " 
And ey'ry Life but mis feet 

| only am by Love deſign d 

Tobe the Victim for Mankind | >= wo? 21 


ml. 


Cloris 3s gone, the ervel nf h 
She caſts not back a 
But left her Lover in 


22 


can all Het 


That all Religions een invade; ole hi & 


the Laws of Toa of 
ſuen — 


487 * 5 "Es 


2 


$'6 K 8 


be boy _ 
To figh, to languiſh, and“ — 1 1 
Ab, how can thoſe. fait By 
To give the Wounds they will not 06 
Great God of Love, whiy Mast hee he 


NY iy 


e - 


7 
£72. 115 
6 x & #+ 


ASSIST your: vot . „ ebe boot) 
Inſpire becoming N; 27871 bun 5 r nn Hoi 
(ſe Celia's matchleſs 1 r 
Till heaven and earn e 
he's pleaſant as returging 5 hs 3 112024 
Sweet as the morning 3 Pw 5 
VWhen Pheœbus quells he as es f nig to. 1 
And brings the cheatful day, e e eee, 


ker graceful forehead's wond Wos fair, 


As pureſt air ſerene 
No gloomy paſſion ri 


Tranſport darts 
The ſparkling diamond 
Or flars — gem 


Oer ber fai 


7 


Her 


ſhining locks.. i 
N aps and bs 


> 


*p 
171 


or Forte lt] 


er vl 
9 * 


$875 


* 


. 4. 
„r wool H 


to 4710 
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. Fs _— 
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1 5 1 ai 
3 
/ Hiss 
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A . Por G my 4 - Ik © 14 2 
iſing there, % gert: 1 | wy 
Gaal the peaceful ſcene! zn 2» 
fer {mall bright eye-brows: finely. beod,., och Hook 
ry oy: —_ df en fe) £320 a» 
A rifing bluſh Se at of. 29% 3575 2:4 $02 0 
r cheek fill glows 3. wig 3 * #y 12. ck 5 4 
in tinglets 2 „ a167 3 iert 4 
1 noſo 3 2 | * | ed LBS. voy * 
* l eee e 99 


Reigns in 


ap As her Skein the | 
| * New-budding . ts, 
New-ſtrung Cupid's Bow; her Hair; ﬆ | 


Like roſes newly blown xz. 


k Exon 1 J 


E 
liſh' d marble ſmooth,. Fact abit V+ 


3 That page s in beauty far ſurpaſs. - 


Who fir'd the Trajan youth; 
. 

uſt 1ymmetry 
2 
Let lively fancy tracsg. 


E 9s bg den mind 


1 88 
19 F<: 7} FS, 


Minerra or Diana's 5 TT g 
With Venus ſoftneſs — 
Love's rightful queen gaser. 
Good gods ! what raptures fire 0 
How flutters my I 
When tender glances art : | 908 
And love ſuppreſs d impart. In 
Propitious pow'rs; make Celia mine, 
Complete my only bleſs; © 


At monarch's pomp I'll "not repine, 


"OP grudge their ha 
S8. 6 Is 173. 

Ta - down in _— {Praha 
3 with flow?ry Sweets — che, 
Nymphs with Swains to Dancing went, 
Each hop'd to bring the Garland home. 
When Amelia came they all gave way, . 1 
Youths with Fe ere pays 5 
ko 


Os 9 DOR FO 


AE; „ 
When you do 26 2s 25 5 
Young, but wiſe; adm pred, 85 


Never charm'd with 1 
Ne'er indiſcreet,) yet eaſ 


: ? v 2 4.9 
All around your Steps advance,” S T% RTF wi; es v 
U 17 * 1 34 


Now foot it in 5 ty R habe. Log b. 
Nimbly ha and as. you 48 : ohh wb igt „u 
Ever live, bright Athielia! gig dn de ale 
With Boughs their Hearts of dete, 

Your brave Sires their Coq rr er 


No Crown, but her Locks 6f- Jer; © 44 2 7 4 ; 


Now does your ee AlltFiznde . K 20 7 
A T Arrick Banks, 6 4 Sink 5 3 
At gloch fing, When out 6d & . 43 
ud a Effie you hg and $92. 
Came pany tro“ the Ne funk + 
My Heart grew light, I 4 1 na} 
My Arms about h bel bon 


kid there I kifſed her fot 1 
for Words they were to fio* 


kd I, my Laffie, wilt thou Aw 
To the Agen f Hills the Px. As, 
And there I'll give thee both C/ "aj 
When we cortie to tlie Brid e 'ﬆ T6, Y 
There's cal come in at — 2 
And Herrings at the Bree Pant: Ao 
(hear up thy Heart, my loving Li, 
| There's Gear to win we' never fw. 
All Day when we Hase wrounth e 
At Ev'n when we fit down tb fpin, 

And when the Sun gättgs weft Ooh, W 
And Winter's Froft znd Sriow Ebrifes inis: 
lll ſcrew my Drone, and play 1 Sprit, . 
Thus the weary Winker t Wilnend, 
Till the tender Kid and Lambltime Bring | 

hey pleaſant Summer back agnn. 
the Highland Hills zd Ales yoo fee 
The Buck, the Tod, the een run, 
Yo the Banks the Birds ze: 
neee AS ; 


"7 2s; Ty 
ar May the hacks aw — 
ay the appears, $19 a 
And Harveſt anſwers our ; <3 wag brine b 
Then never doubt on dolefu) Fears. 
Their Art and Skill in pleaſing thee | | 
*Till fondly — with Cupid's Boy, ——_— 7 


Too wander u Brae wi” 1 1 
We'll love and ki as lang's — 5 a 
And we gg e RE 
Ks i OO e 
It's a* be ſpent in r 
iS. 124 We Th 
AT Break of Day, poor Cel: fy 
Hard by bis Sheepy folds alles alone "wh | 


His Arms a- croſs, his Head bow'd down, 
His oatep Pipe. befide him thrown ; : 
When Thirſis, hidden in 3 Thicket by, 
- Thus heard the diſcontented Shepherd er, 
What is it Celadon has done. 
That all his ir | 
00 Curtains of the Dark are daun, 

8 And chearful Morn begins to dawa 3 
Vet in my Breaſt tis ever dead of Nigbt. 
That can admit no Beam of pleaſant Light, _ 
” £008 pretty Lambs do leap and play, - 

To welcome the new kindled Day, © 
Your Shepherd harmleſs, as are u. 
Whyi is he not asfrolick too too. 4 
If ſuch Diſturbance th Innocent attend, 
How differs he from them that dare offend, 


Ye Gods ! or let me die, or live, 

If I muſt die, why this Reprieve, 

If you would have me live, O why 

Is it with me as * that die, 
I faint, I gaſp, 1 t. my Eyes are ſet, - 
ly Cheeks are , and I am living yet. 

: Ye Gods | I never did withbald- 5 

The fatteſt Lamb of all my. Fold, 

But on your Altars laid it down, 


An witha Garland did it cron. 


j it in vain to make your At woke + 
Lit all one to pleaſe and to provoke? 
Tjme was that I could fit and nite, - 
Or with a Dance the Tia bejulhe 3 " 
My Soul, like that ſmonth Lake, was a 
Bright 2s the Sun behind yon Hili; . 2 1 
Like yonder ſtately Mountains clear and bigh, 
bwift, ſoft, and — as that ſame Butterfly, - 
But now within there's Civil War, 
In Arms my rebel Paſſions are, 
Their old Allegiance laid aſide, 
The Traytors now in Triomph ride 5 
That many-headed Monſter had thrown — 
ju lawfol Monarch, Reaſon, from its Thrane, 


See, unrelenting Sylria, — vs | 

All this, and more, is long of 

. N 

Uninte — was my Peace; 

by gloriour beamy Eyes have ſtrucle me blind, | 

Hh own Soul the Way I cannot ind, 

Yet i; it not thy Fault, nor mine, 
Heav'n is to blame, that did not ſhine 
Upon us both with equal Rays, 

It made thine bright, mine gloomy Days, 
ToSylvia Beauty gave, and Riches Store, : 
All Celadon's Offence is, he is poor, 

Unlacky Stars poor Shepherds have, | 
Whoſe Love is fickle Fortune's Slave : 

Thoſe golden Days are out of Date, 

When every Turtle choſe his Mate : : 3 
bid, that mighty Prince, then vncontroul'd, e 
Nov like a little Negro's bought and fold; 


s ON G 176. 


T Cynthia* s Feet I ſigh'd, I pray'd, 
A And wept, yet all the 9 2 . 
The cruel, unrelenting Maid 


Fae paid me with » Smiles 


* 7 wy Y 
Such fooliſh tim 'rous Arts the 
Wanted the Pow'r to charm, 
They were too innocent to pla, 
They were too cold to warm. 
Reſoly'd I role; and ſoftly n 
The Lillies of her Netlc ; 
With longing, eager Lips I ba W 557 
The Roſes of her Cheel l. 
Charmed with ä og 

And burns with equal Fire; N Vn 
To all my Withes ſhe conſ en,, 
And crowns my fierce Deſire! (! 


With Heat like this Pygmalion end, 
His Statue“ icy Charme X b 
Thus warm' d, the markle web. 55 
And melted 2 6 n 
* 0 N 271. 

AT dead of Night, Fo gives . 

5 In other Breaffs, to ſoft Repoſe, | 

My throbbing Heart Reis ti6'Retels, » 

Since Love and Chloris are my 3 


At Morn, when Phabüs froth'the Erft 
. Repels the glogmy Shades of Night, 

The Grief that racks my torrut d — 
- Redoubles at th* Approsch ef Light. 


At Noon, when moſt intenſe he thine, 
My Sorrows mote intenſe are grown ; 
At Ew'ning, whe the 966 #dlmes, ' 
They ſet not with the Setting Sans. 
To my Relief then halt „ 7"; 

And eaſe me of my.refl 3 
With Joy I will reſign Sat SY 

Since Love and Chioris ate m/ Foes. 
; 8 O0 N. 5 8 178. 3 
. A T Dead of Night, — in Sleep, 
| The 2 Cottage yy - | 
Paſtora left her folded Sheen, 
Her Garland, Crook, and uſeleſs Scrip : 
Love led the Nywpb aſtray, 


Looſe, 


(1129: ) 
Looſe, and undreſs d, eu 
. —.— all her Light, 
e , 
Toe beneide Lover's Sight, 
And guide the charming Maid, 
His eager Arms the Nymph embrace, 
And to afſwage his Pain, 1 925 
Hs refileſs Paſſion he obeys, 
at ſuch an Hour, in foch a Place, - 
What Lover could contain? f 
ni he e thexiaſloerfidoen, E 
The Moon no Succour gave; 
te cruel Stars, unmov'd, loolæ on, 
And ſeem d ta ſmile at what was done, 
Nor would her Honour ſave, + 


/anquiſh'd at laſt by pow'rful Love, 
The Nymph expiring lay ; | 
» more ſhe figh'd, no more ſhe „ * 
Soce no kind Stars were found above, $016 $4: 34's 
She bluſh'd, and dy'd away. 5 4 
I blefs'd - the Grove, her conſcious 0. 
ns Youth that did betray ; | 
panting, dying, with Delight, 
& eſs kind tranſporting Night, 
eurs'd approaching Day. 
S ON G 179. 
edt the Power of Love , 
No more preſerv'd by /Reaſon's Arms * 
„ alas! in vain does prove, * 
ker Maria's killing Charms. 
n firſt her Form, divinely le FEY 
Refill firuck'my ravi{t”'d Sight, | 
Not knowing there was Danger near, 
15 ˙ with Wonder and Defight. 
18 35 ys ber Eyes 
ains, as s Joys, impart 
ron them a fata] Glance — „ 
Which piercer me quite thro- as Heart, 


* 65 130 4 
Bright Celia's Shape Flave umd, * 74 
By blooming Chloe's Face bberi charm'd, . | 
Aminta's poinant Wit has fit, d, d 2d P 
And Delia's Voice my Breaft has warn, "62.6 0% 
Each Female could Delight inſpire, 3 
To ev'ry Charm. Jud to bm; 
But, oh ! tho? each could raiſe: Dine, 
I never, never lov'd till now; 
S ON O 180. 
A T length, my cruel Fairy give o'er | 
3 Your Frowns,, and eaſe my Pain; 
Tho? for awhile the Heayens Jonny: ; 
Yet ſoon they ſmile; again. ,' 
The Lightning not ineeſſant en, 

It quickly ſpends its Ire: r 2 
But ſtill you blaſt me our Eyes; K. =P ne 
With angry Saſs of Fin C . eee 407 

E'en Tityus and Promsthebs find 
From their wing'd Foe ſome. . 
But Love, not as the Naß, e > b 
For ever r 
Sometimes Ixion Reſt . 
His whirling N 2 0 
But an eternal Round ef Pains... 
Ne'er lets me taſte of Tas, 


The weary Siſyphus forbedrs 0 1 0 | 
Sometimes to hi was - 1 bad T 
| But I, beneath-a Weight: eee, Rog 186. 657 
Am ever doom'd to green : $74 Ip 
One only Hope for me 5 NM. 
Which from thoſe W ches . „ 


74 


"7 1 52 
Kind Death will free me fro: 1.2 1 
9 more than Fire. 


8 0 N Q 5 05 * e 


A T Noon, on a Son- Iny Day, 

The brighteſt Lady of the Moy, 

Young Chloris, innocent 585 
Sat knotting in à Shüde. 


8 


"0 231 
A Finger play'd e, 
— ſuch Activity and At, . 
As would inflame a youthful 1 155 
And warm the moſt decay c. | 
Her fav'rite Swain 4 Chance e 
He ſaw no Anger in 
Vet, when the baſhful Boy. 2 
She would have ſeem d 2 Ubi; 
She let her Iv*ry Needle fall, > og 
And hurl'd away the twiſted” Boll ; * 
But ſtrait gave Strephon ſuch a Call, | 
As would have rais'd the Dead, © 


Dear gentle Youth, is' t none aut e 

With Innocence I dare be fre; — 

By ſo much Truth and Modeſty,” e DB 
No Nymph was e'er bens, 


Come, lean thy Head upon my La 
While thy ſmooth Cheeks. joke td a, 
Thou — ſecurely take a N P3 * 
Wich he, poor Fool! obey d. 
he faw him yawn, and head him ſnore, 
217 faſt aſleep all oer z 
'd, and coy}d endure no more; ; os, wu. 
But, x = £414 4 Sis f : 
duch Virtue ſhall rewarded tbe 5 an 
For this thy dull Fidelity, 
TIl truſt thee with my Flogks, nat we 3 
Purſue thy grazing Trade. | 
Go, milk thy Goats, and a. e 
And witch all Night thy Flecks' — . | "$126 
Thou ſhalt no more be lull'd allcep 
By me, miſtaken Maid. e Ft, 
S O0 N G a 


Ar 7 1 SEES 
you'll meet me e Morn, 46 
Where Laſſes do convene 4 3 | 
To dance about the Thorn; | 


Lv: $7. V5 
* 


3 44 
L 

Fra her wha likes to vie 
A Lover and a Lad compleat,”/ . 


Let dorty Dames ſay na, 
As lang as e er they p 
ne 8 
— Y While inwardly they bleez 5 
But I will IO my Mind, * 
And yield my Heart to theez 
Be ever to the Captive — 
That langs na to be free. 
At Pol wart on the Green, 
Amang the new-mawn "Ig 
» With Sangs and Dancing keen 
| We'll paſs the — Day. 


( \ 


At Night, if Beds be o'er 85 r 3 


| And thou be tuin - of thi 
| Thou ſhalt he wel: 


37 T ſetting Day and Morn, 


With Sou Well e 
Tu aſe of Heaven thy lde Reer, 1 3 


With all that can improve thee, = 


u viſit oft the Birken-Buſb,: . 


Where firſt thow kindly told me 


| _ Sweet Tales of Love, and bid m Blah, 
Fx Whil& round tou Bid enild mos | 3 


To all our Hapnts I will repair, 
By Greenwood- ſhaw or Fountain 7. 
Or where the Summer-day Fd ſhare” - 
With thee, upon yon Mountain. 


There will 1 tell the Trees and Flowers. 
+ From Thoughts unfeign'd Aud tender 
Vows you're mine, by Love is yours. 


KY Nd Ng FU iy wanders 


FT. * 
: e 7 : 


See pa oft, — 
5 0 8 0 183. 


Her 


Like Nature's rural Scene 


— 


at st. Ofyth by the Mill 
There lives a lovely Laſs; 
Oh ! bad I her Good-will,” 
How gaily Life wou'd 
No bold intruding Care 
My Bliſs ſhou!d-e'er deftroy, 
iles wou'd gild 8 bs 
brighten ev ry Fay: 


2 
34 


Her artleſs Beauties [2 My 

like them, with Joy ſerene, . _ 
Our wiſhing Heaxts/they warm 10 
Her Wit, with Sweetneſs gau d, 
Steals ev'ry Senſe away, 
The liſt' ning Swains around. 


forget · the ſhort' ning Day. 


Health, when = wn 1 ned? 


Without her 


te, thy 


Fry ye Fates, —_ 
Reſery'd my future Shate, 
Inulgent hear my : 
Aud grant it all in her. N 
| | S8 O N 4 0 
'A T the Cloſe of the Day, „ 
When the Bean-flow'r and Hay 
Breath'd Odours in ev*ry Wind : | 
Love enliven'd the Vein | 1 85 
Ol the Damſels and Swains ; _ „ 
ch Glance and each AQtion was kind * 
Mally, wanton and free, RO Woe YO 
Kik'd, and fat on each Knee, 
Fond Ecſtafie ſwam in her Eren. 
Mother is near, ak 
lark! She calls thee to hear 
What Age and Experience adviſe, = 
Bf thou ſeen the blithe Dove | 
Ink her Neck to her Ln 85 


With, 


8 4 


1. 
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(146) 
All loſſy 3 * 
If a Kiſs he obtain, He 
She returns it againn 1 
What follows you need 1 rol, 5 
Look ye, Mother, the eryd, 
You inſtruct me in Pride, 32 


N And Men by ren on, jos 
She who trifles with al! _ blig 
Is leſs likely to fall ; of * | 
Than ſhe that but trifles with — p 
Prithee, Molly, be wiſe; © Di 


Left by ſudden Surpriee Wel on 
Love ſhould tingle in —_ Vein: 2 02 - 
Take a Shepherd for Life, 2 
And when once you're a Wi, n ire 
You ſafely may trifle gun” TR ee 
Molly fmiling, reply'd, E 
Then I'll ſoon be a Brite ; 3 
Old Roger has Gold in his . 
But I thought. all you. Wives, eee 
Choſe a Man for your Lives,” OLI 
ud trifled no more gg coal 
3 „ 8 0 
. 7 Upton on the Hill © ro? 6s wn 
There lives a en Wl. 
The Swain his name is 
And Molly is the fair. 
Ten Years are gone and Hole. 
Since Hymen join'd theſe Te | 
Their Hearts were one before | OY. TT ag 
The Sacred Rites they habe.” CE boa craxtl 
Since which auſpicious Day, bn 
Sweet Harmony does reign G | 
Both love, and both 2 
Hear * each Nymp and . 5. 
N ly Cares invade, n ade * 
2 is free from Care, : *1 bs an ke ye 


ill, . 1 we Z 


5 34 $5 


231 
4. 


1 The impreſſion's lighter „ n 
1 IF taking 2 a 8 Slare, eee 


3˙d 


Pleas'd with a 
They've no ambitious 
Jo Plenty live, not State, 
Nor Envy = that. E | Foy he. 
Sure Pomp is Empty 9 
And Cares increaſe with LY 
They Aim at truer Joys, K. Fl 8 


Tranquility and Health, 


With Safty and with E, eb 

Their preſent Life does — info 
They fear no Raging Seas 
Nor Rocks that lurk below... bers ths 
May fill a Steady Lal, l 


"Their little Bark attend, 


Aud gently fill each F . 


Til Life it ſelf fall . 5 . 1 
8 0 A 26. forme 1 


T Wincheſter was a Wedding 
a The like was never ſeen, * 


Toint luſty Ralph 4 f 0 0 re 
mene, 


And bonny Bla 
The Fiddlers were crowdit . | 


There was a Hundred and — 


ki Robin led Roſe ſo fair, 

She lock d Hier a Lilly of whe OY 
tad ruddy-fac'd Harty Ted Ay, 

And Roger led bouncing, * 4 


With Tommy came, ſmilin ng Kity, 
He help'd her ovet the Stile, 


and ſwore there. was none ſo 8 


In forty and forty log, 5 n hex 


Kit gave a green Gon to 
And lent her Vis Hand A 
but Jenny was jeer'd by ; ig 77 5 
For looking blue A the Be 
"Ty ps chatt 
oF ny 7 ee won 
Fith Joboy and pretty'far's Nancy, 
We Kal the the Throng, 


ne wry” — 98 


2 COINS IS « s 
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i 136 ) 
The Bridegroom came out 40 meet em, | 
Afraid the Dinner was woll d, hee 
And uſher'd em in to treat em, | 
With bak'd, and roafted, and bebe. 
The Lads were fo frolick and j. 2 
For each had his Love by k 
But Willy was melancholly, 
For he had a Mind to the EI 
Then Philip begins her Health, 
And turns a'Beer-glaſs on his 
But Jenkin was reckon'd for winking 
The beſt in Chriſtendom... 211671 
And now they had din d, e 
Into the midſt of the Hall, 
The Fidlers ſtruck up for Dancing, 4 
1 Jeremy _ up the _— | 
t Margaret kept a. 2 -2 
A Laſs that —_ 14 W 
8 *Cauſe Arthur had fioken her G | 
And ſwore he would tie it himſelf: 
She ſtruggl'd, and bluſh'd, and frown d 
4 And ready with Anger r 
cCcCuauſe Arthur in tying her \ + 4 
Had ſlipt his Hand too hi. * 
And now for throwing the Stocking, 
The Bride away was led; 
The Bridegroom got drunk, ere 
For Candles to light em to Bed; 
But Robin finding him filly; 
Moft friendly ok him * 
while that his Wife wok "lh 4 
as playing at Hooper*s-bide': 
And now * warm Game begins, 5 . 
The critical Minute was come, 
And Chatting, and Billing, and Ria t 
Went merrily round the Room. | 


Pert Strephon was kind to Retty, 

And blithe as + 0 4 the Le 
1 to Katy, _ - 
n | all | F 


7 
— 40 25 14 4 


1 


1 449 5 
gie, that danc'd with the Oufkien, 

An Hour from the Rove ta been ore 
And Barnaby knew by ber'bldſking, 

That ſome other Dante Had been done: 
And thus of fifty fair Maids, 


That came to the Wedding with Nen, 


dere five of the fifty Were ire. i 
That ſo did return again- oY 
| S ON 9 433, ; 
ATtend all ye Sod 222 10 þ 
e eh t 1 Eiiy your yo i 
| reſolve bent in your, Cad —— 
how, Without un Ade, 


Tho! Fame has declar*d with her oft-erritip Sound, 92 
(ut good ancient Dames mate ih Faidifigales board; be 
let in other N the me Goddeſs dechites, . g 
ut they had as mn Lein "ont Ain. os 4 
for what is a Woman now. de. NB 2 
ſeir forbelow d ſcaryes, and their Rump 
br kennen richly beſpang fig 2 6 " Bog 
ih Scarlet Sill 3 s do let a9 
Mich is plain, as With us, + tit hey has de i wer 
For what is a Woman now & . 5 


u now *tis the Faſhiong esch ez bike Bet,” . | 


"'s ſcanty ſhort Garmetits, iruts « on like by __ | 
While we in our tfrhj im the Mode to ho 
kſtezd of Curtailing, ſpread owes with an 

For what is a Woman now q |.» 
M yet if this Faſhion contitive, they wine, | > 
Fm ſeves (#11 fook: be bEHtended to Nine 1 65 4 
Þ curl fach paw Qomepmbs id Spe bf their is * 
and we'll bens theit Shim as we n * 

Far what is a Wome. Now. &c. 8 

4 * my Kijetty, s 

is Weigtty' ater removing). ũꝓ .. 
Kit this WoHls, but nought could fpy, - | 
"va Royal Thought, = A rf ; 


of 4 Sun 
2 N. 


* 


* 


2 


| lt - 
N 


* — =, 4a 
— ry 
. = 


— — 8 cog = es = 
gent r 


8 


: wy dove- 3 Innocence, her Face 


( 136 5 
A Synod of the Gods appear, 
- And vote their Sacred — 
That none but the divineſt Fair 
a Should bleſs the greateſt . 


ronia their Command 
Soph Sophronia their chief 700 


Was ſweet, beyond expreſſing » - 
A Time commanding Beauty myſt, - 
| 2 the. World laſta, he fine ; 
the World is ſhook. to Bes, | 
on will ceaſe to ſhine. 


Ps „ Were Lhd 
Of all the Wealth thoſe Rreafts e 
I'd be a:Miſer too, nor gige 
An Alma to keep a Go alive, ce ge 
Oh ſmile not thus, my lovely Fai,” 
On thele cold Looks at lifeleſs iP 3 
Prize him whoſe Boſom glows with . 
Wich eager Loye and ſoft Peſire. 
Tis true thy Charms, O powerful Mais? | 
To Lifa con bonp the filent Shade: 8 
Thon canſt_ſurgaſs the Painter 2 Art, 
And real Warmth and Flames impart, 
But oh l. it ne'er can love like me, 


l ve ever oy d, and lov'd but thee 2 


T * I 


Then, Charmer, grant my fond'Requeſt, 
87 thou cank} love, and make me bleſt. | 

G N 190. 
A 


Uld Rob W n Glen, 

He's RO al WazofaoliMen, 
Has Foutſcore black Sheep, and Fourſcore too; 
Aula Rob Moris is the Man ye mati oo. 


Ly Fongue,Mither, and let that wee, 


For hi Eid and my Eild can never agree: 
They'll never agree, and that Will be ſegn, 


For he is Fourſcore,, and Em but Fiſteen, 


h . ' Ha'd your 
Pot he's be the Bridegroom, and py 


Tongue, Doughter, and lay by our Price, 


wn lie by your Side, and kiſa ye too; A 


e e EN ne 


EY 


1 . 


22 = 


EST 


S? 
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NFS SR 
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3 
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470 
lu Rob Moti 1 ken him fou weel, 
His A--it _ — like on y Peet. creel, n+ or 
He's out- in- ringle-ey'd too, 
4:14 Rob Moris is the knees, ad ne er oo. e 
Tbo' auld Rob Moris be an elderly Men, : ; 


Yet his auld Braſs it will buy a new 
Then, Doughter, ye ſhoudna be ed to bo,” 


nee 7 I 142 ill bee, * „ 
wars rd i grown 

ann "live wi "lum a Year er TY 
nn 


8 197. 
A Vaziig, A ax; "We 
To let the World in me 


Emy Joys I never had, 
n 


fil'd with Grief for what is pit, 


Let us at length be wile, * 
hd the Banquet — talle, 


1 


et ear + 


Since we have paid the Frs. 

Who loſe elves for A 15 . 
And Eſcape for thoſe c 
Who taſte his utmoſt . 3 


To be thus for Trifles blam'd, , 


5 5 Fin — 
in be 

Kind Fears and Jealoufy. 
h the Summer, Flowers — 
And in the Autumn Fruit; 
Hs Spring doth elſe but me 4 0 ; 


4 0 


Deſires may oft | A in (. * ain +348 
But — will ne er are re. 
The fragrant Sweets which d 
The glowing Bluſhes of the 4 
By Noon are vaniſſi d 4 Doron ee e A blen 
Then let' 5 AE live to "np Rl PR lt 
"hi ©. - N. 8 193. 
Re. A Wake, thou ireſt Thing in in W a 
| Hou can you ee When Da y "+6, 
How can you ſleep, my charming ture, 
When all the Vorld you 


ep awake ? 
She. What Swain i 18 + this that fings ſo early 
Under my Window, by the Dawn A. 
He. Tis one, my Dear, thit loves y you a, „ 
Therefore in Pity eaſe my Pain. "ig 
She. Softly, elſe you'll walte my Mother, on 
No Tales of Love ſhe lets! 3 * 5 
Go tell your Paſſion to ſome pt ffs, IO 
Or whiſper foftly in my ee e 
He. ow ron wy wn es — . 
Or rob you of your beau 
Tis time you were 15 = . 
i You're fitter for your Loy 
+ A Wake, ye drowſy Sw; 220 n T 
SL Behold the beauteous 
Aurora's Mantle — Ne EY 10t 374 e 
And Harmony ſalutes the n 
The Lark hag foar'd.a vnd rows rigs 
And, warbling, wings her airy Flight; 110 
The Birds, ſoft-broodifg odr theit, — 8 
Inſtruẽt their Young from —_ Brenfts. | 


— — m nn 
. 


=— * mA da 


"Thro* ev'ry Eaſtetn Tree me | 
The Virgin-Day appears to Lotte e A a: 55A 
Already Damon with his Cr j 1 þ 
Attends his —— at yonder' n won » l 
be cbrming Chloe 's by his- Sid 

Of ll the Nywghs (hs GP" Nn, 


( BY ) 

Slugpards in Beds, 
3 Throats, and 2. 
Have ſhut out Day, and all its 
ſo revelin a Strumpet's Kis: 5 

While Rural Swains enjoy the — 
And laugh at ev ry Wark | 
* their yoluptuous . 


: the 
3 


n. 9 eee, Ws Dey, we've ene 


y : 
Iny! away! we've crown'd: the Day "4 dd 


The Hounds are waiting for their Preys 
The Huntſman's Call . os 
— — 


4 


Tie Horn ſhall be the Huſhand?s Fee, the Haſtand 8 re, PN | 


The Horn ſhall be the Huſband's 99 
ln let him take it not in Scorp 3 55 
De Grave and Sage in ev'ry Age, . Fi 
The Grave and Sage in 74 Ae” 
He wot diſdain'd to wear the Ho! 
a 
ON " 0. 

AWAY ye buye Fox-hunting Rice,” 5 

Away, 2 away to — Sora * 
let Aſhton Parke alone to Day, Raman 
In bere will be the royal Play : 0 
be yonder's the Obvert, ts Rate let's be going, enn! 


un, e's the ee ite de Er. pings = j 


Away ye brave, Kc. [Beagles Sounds. 
Ground, 


likennel quick, you 
AA ifty Pound; 1 Hark, 


PT. 
4 ” 


1. — 
* 
( „%% er 66 - * 
— 5 2 = — — ——— 


- *Tis done, i doneg he'd fnapp'd; The's = 


( 142 ) 

Hark, bark to Sounscel, ;thkt's © aus 
Croſs him, ee La her, — Diage 
. The Fox has broke @ovirty At one lay behind, 
We've bad an Entappeſle, 1 * the rr 
Off with the . | Hounds Rs ” | 
Now, the Sportiman.ſhew..} .- 82 ** 5 Gene b A 
Let Lillywhore and Ceſer a 8 


Toſſpos ad Ruler, 4% % wort; pic 4 The T 
Cappyr and xooler, (+ , . Th 
| (Pompey, *nd Galh leu, em on. Nr! E 
Spur, ſwitch, and then away, o la, a ie Ditches On in 
Without Fexr of Wddles,/ ot — your Preeches: 
Blow a Retreat, dlow; blew; Tartives, tives ,tivee; tive, 


If the runs down the Wind be muy Hanse to dteive ye; 
A Recheat, a Recheatf Tete, three, e, tives, 
Pox on't we tenuE'd, for by Soul; 
Tbe Vixen's ja no œe nid, foes ert's the Hole 1 
Put in the i "LEONIE 
She's crept at leaſt five Vati below g 


They're worleinz hifk; and lay any Af fs well, 
They'll make har Holtz tn "twere 4s deep ds hu 


Hollow brave Behn thin from the Field, 
And 9 58 Hy blbw. poor N Knoll 


LOTS Ge: 399 74. Kt t 


FF 7. WAY with ww I = 
99” YourRival is r While 
= "But can there be Rea W, | The ( 
'I . While the Fair is c6tiftah 1 | Tho! 

=. What tho' ſhe's in the midit of Dang IT n 

3 „ art : 

 NoFlat'ry, no Pac 7 a 
Who's Froof again | wb. 7 
The boneſt, the innocent Laden 

|: . a May reſt, or tra vel unari de 1 


What 828 ventule Due. #1 


"Y 143 F ll 
bd lead raying®#7co® 12? 255 7 
' In his Sabinian Grove, ke ava way 0 th i 
4 Wolf, intent upon preying, N 7 42; | 
Pib'd by, and did Homage Lee 4 $15 n dv 

\ $9 NF 6 2 | 
AWAY with Suſpi icienn, xt} a 


e 


5 The Heart that loves truly, ah | | ; 
a The Rules of Diſeretion 33 
But ſtifle 5 Fire; 


& ne nag 


On its Merit 5 


Turkes that woo, as ang 
Bill and co AS 1 240 3 ** N e ee 
While we enjoy bs xs Ons £5 120 
We muſt be MH T1774 * $307 J ; THe 
+ Ange * han LI : 58 : 4 fot FIR „ 


1 


= 199, [5 LANE SLATS 

4 Way with the 0A 98 55 Deke | 
That eat u yr Spirity, 1 our er 884 | 
No Pleaturs eap he 7 


In State or 18 * 44 11 115 11 
hut 'tis mingled vi Bone 4 70 pg pj? 2 offs | 
Then periſh s all Fops by ins of tet en Tit 
Mile he that is merry 5 rg Pre hs World, 5 ; * 
The Quirks and the 2 ty of ty and Wit,” 93 A 
Ido ſupported by N at la Tee, 8 5 

For he that is ad. n 377 

Grows wretched or mad, * 2 bet ach 3 | 
Whit Mirth like a Monatch does ack fo 020 1055" 5% 
__—_ Life in'the old and the yeung, eien IN 

ul makes every Day tobe harpy and _ vt 

| $ 0 We 08 20 5 5 

AVAY you Rover, * * ee, f "oy £ 1 0 1 io? 
* For Shame give er, S307 Os TOTP V4 x 1 
In play the Lover { 


q 


2 


at 


Mike an Aſs ; 


Well for p ie 
| tek ceoelitly 8 tory 5 


Tl | One by oor thy Dead: reviews, ag the? oo 
Sieges, appear z 
; Former Wonders loſt i m new, . a , bs Ss 
Great! fill each pompous Yeat. 1 7 
Thi is enheim's crimſon 8 


Wet with Gore, with $ _ 5 
1 eg Wes is Fein d, | 


er" 
' Tyrants, from their ON 4% 926 A 


Be the Subject of thy Tho i 
- hes Dares with Life : Lets 
1 Is to trace hi p poſt, | 
And to NN 
Bot 8 Cone - O Mortal ban! 
. Swift the fading Scenes remove=--= 
Let 'em paß with noble Scom : 
1 5 ' 
8 Poets, Prophets, Heroes „ Kings, png th 2 
+ ,Plew'd, thy ripe. Approach foreſee 3 
Men who aQed wond'rous bs"! 


£ A 


F 
Pa bi * 


Let thy — — ae, bt II Had! 
Wiſhing, panting ip I 341 ct 
Halfan Angel, err 


Racchus aff vs to fing th 1 9 
chief of the Gods, we 07 | 
Wine a firſt Projector, no 
Mankind's Protectorr,r Sd VO OI 


Herald to Pleaſures, when Wine 1 chance f 

Sorrow's Phyfician, 

e th. 

Kature ſhe ſmil'd, when thy Birth it was blazed: 12 

Mankind rejoic'd | when-thy Altars were raiſed 3 
Mirth will be 

| Whilſt the Vine's F603] 

And ſober Souls at our Da. 

S O N 203. 


Acchus, God of jovial Drinking, 
D Keep th” enamoyr'd Fool from ane 2 
Tech him Wine's great ja fn 1 5 
Heroes would be loft in Battle, 1 e l 
If not cherilh'd by the Bottle, W 
Vine does all that's great above, kk + 2. 
Vine does dll that's great below. | Ke 4 4 21 


„ 2044. 
PEavty be no mor ſo coy 
Nor look for bigh-pric'd ou, 5 
dil to gaze and not enjoy... + f alot" 
Nn . of Spotting. 2 195 
+ oO 8 


# 


a ($463) | 
For he who fancies any Face, 8 808 152 
HFle proves his own Vece, 
Unleſs he can ſubdue the Plade, 
And take full Satisfaction. 


® To doat on one, where — and 
"Tis held a wilful Madnefs 

For when they know you for: —. 

- They triumph in your Sadneſs.” 

'Then fit not fighing Nay ang) Night 5 * 

For one that —_ hollow ; 


But caſt her EY 


O then We fly to 

Give me the Lady that is — 
That needs no tedious wooing 855 

Not as Platonics ſeem to be, 


- CY fall te den, | 
or who d iment bett 
And ket Zn 00 EE 


May ſtarbe before he comes to. 
| r 


N . 


With ni 45 
But all my Cares reſiga, 
And éroop, and dea, ne ab 4234 


Then, e e Bac 


At leaft I fancy ſo Neal 

i ught o Want Lag 5 Th 
Stretch'ſ on the Earth, my, Head all We Pai 
With Flowers weay'd into a Garland, en 43 Ar 
Then, then I begin to live | | All 7 
And feorn what all the Wot eb he or os : A 


= Let the brave Fools that fo 5 
* n 


Of N 6 

To make a Noiſe, a Noiſe ht; 
Oo ſeek out War, hilt Efcek E Fon 1 
Whilſt I ſeek Peace, ſeek Peace and Penk, 
Wnilg I ſeek. Peace, ſock. Tease and De, 


1 


742 2147) )- 
mail wy cg Al, a ie high4 -- 
haps think. it ft. 10 n 2 
Moden Bottles dre * 
Make ww, "_ me, 
The fighting Fool ſhall. 
When I am funk, 
The Difference tb lie dead, 
And lie dead drundl : 
The fighting Fool, - 4 nr ion 64s 
8 0 N G- 45. 
BAechus muſt now his Power = crete 
I am the only 1 5 
It is not fit Naw ve? 
In Competition —＋ 4 i N 
e than e 
Make 3 new World, vac r abs, 
1 00 f . 
let Wine its on 
N. de Ate * 
| let that Wine be all for me. 085 
Lake Mortals yaifily wear 
A tedious Life In anxious Care: 
* in is, | 
tates of Empires or b, 
My fole Ambition is to drink. 
each N g. . 


Acchus one __ 1 ſriding 
B On his ee 


dneaking empty Pots 
Thus -addreſs'd 17 17. - 
Praiſe the Joys tha 9 5 


And adore the a0 & 


All Things noble, gay; ind 2 
Ate perform 'd by gen” rops *. 


2 


Ancient Heroes, crown d with G 

Hou their noble Bi i 

vets wrote the flami V 
1 my — 1 patter he 


„ Yayorr 36. 
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Beau too in vain lies pantingg 
Till I fill the . | 
If you'd oven the E WINE, '- | 

this way _ you 09 6. 
/ From my ever-flowing T 
Here's the { — os ae, 
. oothin Bl 
Sole Diſpelles of y our Pla ; 
Gloomy Sculs from Cart — * 
He who drinks not, lives in vain. ' 
58S ON G 208. 
e my Boy, lye fill and ſeep, . 
It grie ves me ſore ip; hear thee weep z. 
If thov'lt be ſilent, III be glad, 
— Thy Mourning makes my Heart full ad: 
Balow, my Boy, thy Mother's Joy, 
Thy Father bred me great annoy. 
2 my , he ſtill and ſleep, 
t grieves me ſore to hear thee weep. 
| , Darling, lleep Aue, 55 
| en wak'ft then F SEN 
But ſmile not as thy Father did, 5 
To cozen Maids: nay God forbid.; * 
For in thine Eye his Look I fee, 
= The tempting Look that ruin d me. 
; Balow, my Boy, & 
When he began to court my Love, 
And with his ſugar d Words to move, 
r flatt'ring Chear, ; 
In Time to me did not appear; 
But now I ſee that cruel. he 
Cares neither for his Bade nor mie; 
Balow, my Boy, c. 5 
Farewell, farewell; thou falſeſt Vouth, 
That ever kiſt a Woman's Mouth; . 
Let never any after ne 
* thy t, 
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Caen) ; 
if do, O! cruel thos „ n S122 trf[« 

23 and eur ner ow, ug 2 l alu. gad 

Balow, my Boy, Ae d at. 23291 1s 202 11881 
1 was too cred'lous t the fun, 1 9 bf, als 191390 7 
To yield thee . 4p OO e barony amok oil 
Thou ſwore for ever true to prove, 1 biel * 1 
Thy Faith unchang d, unchang d thy n | 
But quick as Thought the Change — Falk 
Thy Love's no more, thy 1 7 off 20 

Balow my Boy, &c. Fo * 321 
[with I "ory 22 — wy 
From en's Flattery 
For 2 my Grief I fand 
They all are perjur d and unkind : 
Bewitching Charms breed all my Harm, 
Witneſs DN 5 

Balow, my Boy, Ke. 3 he 
| take my Fate from bad to 
in * 
And lull my young Son on "ny 5 pe 
From me, ſweet Orphan, take 2 1 1 
hu, my Child, thy A ed. 12 
Shall wail 4 all Bliſs 

Balow, my Boy, &c. 3-3 4 


Blow, my Boy, Weef * me, 1% Wegen 
Whoſe greateſt Grief's for wronging. thees 5 
Nor pity her deſerved Smart, Gl fell 
Who can blame none but her fond Heats 5 x 
Far, too ſoon truſting lateſt finds EY 
With faireft Tongues are falſeſt Minds, 1 

Balow, my Boy, & . ö 
halo, my Boy, thy Father's fle, 
When be the tinifileſs Son. bas * 
Of Vows and Oaths. forgetful, he 
Preferr'd the Wars to these and me. 
Tut now, perhaps, thy Curſe and ine 

like him eat Acorns with the Ons - 
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blow, my Boy, &. 
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Stung with Remorſe, is {thee :- 
ö at Death, for who can tell 
| the Judge of Heayen l 
| By ſome proud Foe has ſtrucle the Blow, 
| And laid the dear Deceiver loẽVw. 
| * Balow, my Boy, c, . * 
I iſn I were into the Bounds 
Where he lies ſmother d in ie Wounds, 
Repeating as he pants for Air, : 
My Name, whom once he call d his Fair, | 
2 Woman's yet ſo fiercely, ſet, * 
i ſhe'll forgive, tho not mee 
12 858 my recs de 5 
B Sorrow, let's drink, and be merry Boys, 
Time flies ſwift, to-morrow, brings By, 
51 you believe = 
Drink, and deceive it, 
5 Wine will relieve it, 1 5 7 
And drown Deſ pair. 
Chor. The Sweets of Wine are found in plſeſing 
F Its Juice divine, Mankind's chiefeſt Blefling : 
| - + The Glaſs is thine, drink, there's no. Exceſs in 
A Bumperor two, with a chearful Friend. 
*Tis Wine gives. Strength, when Nature's exhauſted 
Heals the fick Man, - frees the Slave 3 
Makes the Stiff tumble, 
And the Pr "gd | 
' Exalts the Meek, 
OE Cowards drare. 
Chorus, Ke. 2 145 
e = 5 Te Wine that prompts the tim*rous Lover; 
De briſk wich your Miſtreſg, Denials deſpiſe; 
Z x W She 1 ay, you” ll ande 2 
"Attack her, -porſue- * | 


val gain the Prize 
Chorus, c | 11 
be 4 7:2 3 I 


1 
3 * 8 D - 
5 x ; . 5 : j | 
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F | i (1151 bf 1 

In Wine that baniſhes all early; Sorrows. -» 
Then who'd omit the pleaßug Talk 2; // 

Since nr 28 ker | bp von 6 


Buty and Love once fel. at odds, 
And thus revil'd, each other ;. 
Goth Love, I am one of the Go, 
And thou wait'ſt on my Mother: 
Thou bac no Power ea M nt all, LES 
But what + gave to thee; 0 0 . 
Nor are you longer. Sweet or. Fair, e 
Than Men acknowledge me. 1 
Amy, fond Boy, then Beauty ad, 
We know that thou art blind? 
Aud Men of nobler Parts, when = 3 
Our Graces better find: 
vas I begot the 1 Sew, 
And kindled Mens ren z 
I mada thy i ant thy Ws 
And Wings to fan thy 8 bo 
e 
And thus to Mera 
\ That he would ti 
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„ . ( 152 7 
In vain to tempe Laertte Meir * 
Their Songs the'Syrenfstry'd gt f 
- But cou'd their Notes With thine” compare, | SAG 01 
Zinc 

4 


He muſt have heard, and dy d. 
Sing on, bright Maid, re each! Strain, a 
Tho' in each Strain jt 3 
We die by Pleaſure, not ee the f Pains OI 
While thus * _ 4 Ss 
N 8 212. 
PEauty . | 4 
It fades and decays as ſoon as "tis lien | 
It palls on Enjoyment, t, and Tatiates the Lover, 
Tho? its Power the Rover did but lately own. 
Thus Roſes, when blooming,” become the 
The Wonder, and Rapture of every Eye; 
But pluck'd from their Stems, they no ee elght, 
They ſhut up their [Leaves, they * 
Then Chloe, be wiſe, 1 hold of the Time, 
Conſent to my Wiſhes, and feaft my Defire 5 
Give no Bounds to your Plesſure Whilſt you're in your 
Age creeps with a ſlow, and a ling rb p Fire. A 
Ne'er mind the dull Precepts of rigid old | 
Who rail at Enjoyment, yet lag to 2 
The Pleaſure their Virtue pretended excludes, 
Their Looks, and their Wiſhes the contrary how, 
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Eauty from Fancy takes its Arms, a | 
B And ev'ry common Face ſome Breaſt : - 6, y 
| Some in a Look, a Shape; or Air find Charms | FP 
To juſtify their Choice, or boaft their Love; Kin 
But had the great Apelles ſeen that Fate, <a Mer 
When he the Cyprian Coddefs drew, © p 
He had neglected alt the Female Race, Frvi 
THO 0 NE l l 
In that De 8 | No 

Great Nature Gold wikine . © 


To fix the Standard of hey ed chf 
The charming Figure tad-embrae'd his Fame, = 
And Shrines been rais'd to'Seyaphing's er 
But fince no Painter er could ture ; 
Flat Face which buffer alf his curiogs Art; 2 


N 
And be that + _ the make, i 
well might Secrets \ 19. oo 
"en _— fer, 15 

carte be ile de , e ee 
only to be gaz d on thus * 
_—_— Life and Motion — create. * 
Her Eyes would infpire,. Ne | 
And like Prometheus? Fire; 8 34 
At once inform the Piece, ind give. Defiri 5 2. 
The charming Phantom I would. ralp, and fly 
0'erall the Orb, tho? in that oment rg 3 
Let meaner Beauties fear the Day, 1 2 5 
Whoſe Charms are fading, ar ſubmit to : 
be Graces which from them it als a 
It with a laviſh Hand ſtill adds to thine. 
Tbe God of Love in Ambuſh lies, au 5 
And with his Arm ſurrounds che Fair; . 2 
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He nis conqu*ring Arrows in theſe 99% 
ET 3 


| ene F 
As with fatal O'S 3 OS 


Turn which way you will, 8 

Like aun og ber fach w. you kay 
ts pg Yous lngreve 09 TROY 12 

ta re Pebeben o th golden Ore. 
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Mere Freon h x o | EE 
But of a Moment's Lg t 5 


Fruit that doth fo mie cy, F 


[tfurfeits but with s 
No true Bliſd in Love we find, e ages Fats 
like to Bodies ſtare one Min: nem 


b a —_— x p ** 
dy , 1 , 
„ 1114 b by 
1 * 2 0 | : * 1 : F * LS - 


8 : 1 > 22 : K 5 4 * 
ö SO BI ACHE: I Sx 9 9 Both N n : * 
N % 4 $: £4.26 1 FFC 17% 


SONG 


0 
b 
. 
23 


P nad — — oorey 
22 - = — 
= - * 


* 


— P 


* 


BN — 
r 
— 


8 


2 


CE 


— — — — 


* 221 
IB, 


” 20k 


— 


. 2 
LE TS — erm 
— — 4 — 
——— — 5 
— 8 I a — K 
. : 4 g \ 


" "TACT ) 

8 0 N e 

Brea move him, 
r 


Let the wiſer Gods 
Melting 3 
Mutual 


Job Time have you been *. 6 
And faln you is Bp 

But i faith, 294 Oh 4 

Thou never ſhalt have thy Will, © 


Too much Care will make a Dt 1 grey, 

| And too mach Care will ti n 

Come you ſhall dance, and 
So merrily 


SOD eee 
HE. BE fill O ye Winds, attentive ye go 
*Tis Phzbe i invie, eb Tom 
orld thro, 


The Sun never roſe on, ſearch 

A Shepherd ſo bleſt, or a 3 ry true. 

SHE. Glide foftly ye Streams, 0 Kal me 

*Tis Collin commands, and enlivens my 88 

Search all the World o'er, you never can 

A Maiden ſo bleft, or a Shepherd ſo kind. 

BOTH. Tis Love like the Sun 

The ſweeteſt of Bleſſings, that Life can 

Our Pleaſures it brightens, drives away, 

- Gives Joy to the Night, end enlivens the Day. 
HE. With Phæbe beſide me the Seaſons how gay, 

And Winter's bleak Months are as pleaſant as May : 


The 


The mme zy K 
1 Linnets and Nigh | 
k. -When ES Bale, "ts e er ggg : 
How faint is the Sunſhine, how batren the Ground? 
btead of the Linnet and Nightingale*s Day e, 
I hear nn 
Both, Tis Lqve, &c. | 
If. Oer Hill, Dale end Valley, t e 
er will wander, and Love be by : 
le Collin ſhall guard her ſafe all dee Day, 
hi Phæbe at Night, all his Pains hall repay. 
Mr. By Moonlight when Nader gb ore he Pliny | 
bs Kiſſes ſhall heart he,” bis Arm ſhall fuſtain: 
e dark haunted Grove I can trace without Fear, EY 
i ſeep in a Church-yard if Callin ic near. Mg ” 
Toth, "Tis Love, c. I 
| L Ye Shepherds that wanton it over the run. 54 
; ſhun, — reward the kind A 
= to be 2 | 
Nymphs, who the Pleaſures of Love vever 72 
y Strains, and take me for your Guide: 
keep from. Pride and Tnconftancy fre, 
Liam tobe happy from Collin and me. tn + 
„ 'Tis Love, like the Sun that gives Light to de 
Ne fneeteſt of Bleſſings, that Life can endear : ¶ Tear, 
u Pleaſures it brightens, 4 ie the 19 ö my 
ns Joy to the Night, and enlivens the Day. 


Roe, wy Della, When Celadon ſueʒ, - {1 // 
\ Theſe Wits are the Bane of your — vol 3 
Amr againſt Reaſon * 9 nad 
rngnaked with chbent In Am. 12 T' oP 


bank that a Woman 8 prize; 
le Race out, tho he h "a flarts, 5 GEES 
a flnce the Gal. e % 65 4524 
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fe 
' Your Wet — ele in, and e 
"Tits Stage By: but takes in his Way. 
S O N 6 % 
Efore the Ucchiis well! cou'd go, 1 . 
e Stole e of the SY $ 
to adorn, - 
She Stole Ns Blues of the Morn, 5 
Stole all the Sweetneſs Ether ſheds 
On Primroſe. Bude and Vi' let Beds. 
Still to reveal her artful Wiles, 
+ She St e the Graces Silken Smiles; 1 
She Stole Aurora's balmy Breatbd, 
And pilfer d Orient Pearl for Teeth 571 
The Cherry dipt in Morning Dew, 
Save Moiſture. to her Lips and Hue. 
f Theſe were her Infant Spoils, -# bag 2 
And She in time Still pilfer'd more, 
At twelve, ſhe Stole from Cyprus _ - 
Her Air, and Love-commanding Mien; 
Stole Jono s Dignity, and Stole 1 
From Pallas, Senſe, to charm the Sanl. 
Apollo's Wit was next her Prey; | 
Her next, the Beam that lights the D; 
She ſung—amaz'd the Syrens * 0 
And to aſſert their Voice appear d 1 255 
| She play d the Muſes from 4 Hill, - 
| Wonder'd who thus had Stole their Skill, | | 
Great approv'd her Crimes, and Art, | 
bred ah Stole my _ 225 Lon 
If Lovers, Cupid; are thy Care, 
Exert your .Vehgeance on this Fair; 
To Tryal bring Ber Stolen Cham, 
5 e Am. 1 y 
ö S O N © 8 
old, | and liſten, while the Fair | . 


| 0 K 8 2. 
Fhold the ſweet ers around, 
, 
« none of the Ebi cars ke found” 
v lovely, r 
r 


Jo longer in filehce rein... 


lend a fond Lover your Notes, 05d 

J ſoſten, —— Din, 

ltr my Celia's Diſcain, . d Ft 

] breathe my Complaint , aer, 2 

bi Flows cttends this! fad Tale, & THETA 

Ad ſweetens the Bordets along. Ki 

Jt Celia, whofe Breath Eee, 

Eden of Flora in _ A 

ee, enn 
8. 0 * * As? 


41 fly on Wings of bfr Befre, 9 7 | 
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SEAS ee meary) 
ras when a Bri Fall | eon Fire 2418 Lots 
Lap for the Company to de gene: rin Lads 


She bluſhing flies the Pleaſure, 8 en valet 


He hing große bis Treaſure} :- 


Til With mutual Tenderneſs each cher they” warm. wt 


Since hebe y, tee. ner) 
16355 0 Fach 
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W 15 58 ) 
Tach Monarch, 3 5 
Wou' d envy my State, 5 | 
For ſhe, ſhe alone | the Power to chan. | 
S 0 N..G 223, 


Pamon, REbold the Birds, in Love combin'd, | 
In friendly [Couplets move ! 
O would. you try, you ſoon would find, 
theirs, . my conſtant Love. 
Celia, Such moving WordsI muſt not hear, | 
So fatal to a Maid; 
Should I believe, too much I fear 
My Love would be betray d. 
Damon. O ſmile, my Dear! nor thus diſdain. 
The Heart which is your Prize. 
Then kindly look, and un Pele, . 
Celia, If, Damon, I your Heart have won, 
And cauſe you ſo to grieve; _ 
I, in Exchange, have loſt my own, 
_ Which I can ne'er tetrieve. 
1 Duca The) een 
| No more, y Dear, torment. 
| Celia, Altho' I'm illing, 1 muſt own, 
I dare not yes conſent, .. 


FFF nfo Sud For F „ mw am 7 


Celia, Your Tongue's ſo ſweet, 10nd. 
I can no more reſiſt. 5 
S$S ON 0 224. 
Brbels the Brand of Beauty toſt 
See how the Marion des dilate the Flame! 
Delighted Love his Spoils does boaſt, 
And triumphs in this Game, 
Fire, to no Place confin'd, f 
Is both r ee rear; | 


Moving th 
4. Lightning hre . 2 45. 1 e508 


Miko rfl from their own Sp bet 
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Dares combat — n 5 A 

dum Jove's . ee 205 

n nd make perpetual Night % 

ye fighting Fools that - mM 
Neil the! Wars of Euroge in wy 
he. Who's that talks of War ang s 


Be, Ha, ha, ha l now, now we mount or lieh. 

The Sun's bright God and 10 ” 1 

Gay on the d. ere ample Sky 5 1 65H 

ba th i 8 2. 1 
ve, purſue — been 3 „ 

From thence come s 3 

ee e e th phy Ma, 

To find my loſt, and wand ring Senſe again. , 

ie. By the dijointes Matter. 

That crouds thy Pericranium, 

I ticely have found Uni thy Ben let ſound, 
atom my Companion 


lu. Come, let us the World then, | 
1 plague Occaſion ; 8 > war | 
Fir by Inftint 1 find thou art . t the Kin * 
That firſt br t in Damnati rho T2 « | 
F cnorts. 
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Then mad, very mad, 1 Th 
For Europe does now with our Frenzy agree, 
And all things in Natuns-ove mand top- 86-96%... 


fy 1 
ee 7 , 


But the God. of Fe did 
Witty Hermes I drubh d round 515. e, ca, 
yr Jokes * * 


B 

Be 

Yo 

She. I/ found Apollo 8383 
The Tune my Rage. 81 But 

/ I made him ſo blind with __ 
That he broke his Lyre ta Pieces. My 
But 

1 

Cor 

1 

Of 

1 
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He, 1 1 tt ts .+ 
And the Mole on her white 'Shoulder 3 
Mars flinch'd at the Glaſ, hein Fu 
Was 9 A | 
She. Tis true, m deny" Alcider, R gt 
Things tend ts Diſſohntion ; Fl ad 
The Charms of a Crown, an ke Crats ofthe d, 
Have brought all to Confukion,. | BED n Bis 41 
He. The hau French "begun it n B 
| The Eng pyrſve it. e 
She. The dee 1nd dee e * 
He. And all in time will toe it. . 
Then mad, Ke. 56. gary en bar 


Cun 

F, 

| 91 

145 8 
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Elieve ma, Jenes h B tell. you — : 

B Theſe IS bear wa 

| Can you miſtryſtfyl, LIP F: Jon 7) ot 

2 every b ys proc 
t no 

a 70 M my ye 1 724 
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74 
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Which I beli er e 
eve ne 

The Death of me, and Murder g L n bu 
8 O N. 4 1 22” n Fn AL rey 

PElieve my Sighs, my Tears,” "BY LIEATS. >: abel . 

Believe the Heart you've; won s \\\2:: | 
Believe my Vows to you” ne elne in 
Or Peggy I'm undone, N no Fü 077 Is 457 


ö Tou ſay I'm fickle, and apt to change. $66 n | 
At ev'ry Face that's new oy” $3v 4.2 90} + 1280) | 
But, of all the Girls Lever laws: s nn? £4 n eo fb ( 


I ne*er lov'd one but you. 2 8 „ 19 22 
My Heart was but a Lump of Ice, : 2 | 
| Till warm'd by your bright He; 424141 
75 -Bat ab ! it kindled in a 'trice / 5 9821 * | | 
ace ? A Flame which- never dies. > Y891, tt } zeae Ht | 
; Come, take me, try me, and you'll find, . iN Nl : 
That I've a Heart that's true, nag ng) Dn YF 1 
Of all the Girls I ever ſaw - wh di ee Scat ba- 
Ine'er lov'd one but you. R en 
„ C N 6 ey g n 
220 BElinda, ſee from yonder Flow'rs - Gy i | 
me RI Cell; 1. „ane | 
you perceive what it devours, 4 AL. © 
5 ke they impait d in Show or Smell 2 2173 58H 
Þ tho? I robb'd you of a Kii, % 3 
22 —— dro des, „ 
4 3 r 3 
* an 'd * . 
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linda! e Bac em 53 


. Tries all the Pom v fe; 


Yet finds her Efforts all in ie, thy: 3 


Whilſt Chloe, in are wy” 
Has but herſelf to pleaſe; > 57 1- 

And makes newt! Conqueits: 
Without ene bayun" Salinas... C3 


+ Belinda's haughty Kir Seu ver 


To gain a ſingle Rant © abr: } ut 


n 


: 


+ | A *} £3 a, 


What native Charm infpire'z 1 wy only » 


While Chloe's artleſs ſhining Eyes; oF + 4 


Set all the World on 1 0 
Belinda may our Pity move,” + -- 
But Chloe gives us Pain, 
And while ſhe ſmiles us into Love, 
Her Siſter frowns in vam 


3 


8 ON. G. — : 
EL IxpA's bleſt, with ex'ry: — 


B See Beauty triumphs in har Face: 


They kindle Darkeſt into Dey 
. When ſhe a 
And Gladneſs ſparkles in our Eyes: 


S ON Gi: 


Her Prittle- pratule, Ti 
_ obliging ; 
. Whilſt I'm pre 


There is ſuch Magic he bao. Fre 


ppears, all Sorrows de, | 


Around her wait the flutt' ring —.. 5 
When graceful in the Dance ſhe moves. 


Oh! oh! how ths 25 y 8 


Her Charms fuch lively Rays en, e 


* l BOO: ; N 

B Nn . Ml at” 
my appy, app. Ii on? Barns 

en _ 


Such Magic in her Eyes, „ | 
Does my wand” ring Heart fy 4 oy 
Her prinking, nim : Tg” 21 © 
Whilſt I'm courting, RY 
How like | an hoget th 


v3 ( 164 * 

| 8 TY * 8 6s.” 3 
per ', Pride's an errant Chest, e 
A fooliſh Artifice to blind; * aq 155 3 
Some TE Glanee that fcorns Pic A ov Hold = 


; Does fiill reveal ber Natiye Mins, 200 pee z 
With Look —_— br fore · Din : : 54 
She idly acts the. Sairit ; he 1 
We ſee thro* this Diſguiſe a plain! © Wy 
As we diſtinguiſh Paint, 8 - 8 | As 3 
80 have I ſeen grave Fools deflen,. 1 5 ons x i 
With formal Look Wi 8 e . 
But Nature is a thine, | . 1 * 
, And break thro? x Pie. 0 


BEnd down, you: Trees! gr Kee 11 da r. 
The deareſt Object age 55 5 oy 
Bright Flora comes; along, er Way, Wo 
Spring up you Flowers, aria, and 44 ami 
all mild, you wantan Zaphym! blow, ma 
And gently kiſs her bloomy, Check. : * 
er Check moo Hſe (ng. falling S 
Be huſht, you Song 4 
Be buſht, you Songſters.!_ bear ber ſpeak... | 
She comes! ſhe comes} My Soul! ch., 
Thy Life, thy Hope, thy Bliſs appear. 
1 ſee her Charms !--- 1 "hope. her. Val 
Away, begone, 42 12 2 1 6 


Sou; * 


— 


1 Away, begone, tormenting Fears! 5 
*r tile: !--< My Ferrer! from: thoſe dear <2. A 
Still Jet e Pleaſores fo. 


k there, you vir ogg a | E they 3 mea 
ry can equal, $44 ® Fa 
oy can equal this below? CF 
Sound, ſound the Trumpet: Muſe ! — 2 CF 
To Wa noms, Worlds thy Maſter's en. A 
Proudly he glories in his Flane, H a 14 
envies neither, A 1355 40 


And envies eſther George nor Foes, | 
1 | | 


* 


—_— 


. 0 e. Fo 
| NEneath a Beech's gratefal Shade 
B Young Colin lay ning; Parl 
He figh'd, and ſeem'd to hw Mad, by 
Without Hopes of , obtaining 3: 272 The 
For thus the Swain indulg d his Grief, T 
Tho Pity cannot move thee, . | The 
Tho' thy hard Heart gives no Relief, * L 
Yet, Peggy, I muſt love thee. . 2 Nor 
Say, Peggy, what has Colin done, C: 
That thus you cruelly uſe him? On. 
If Eove's a Fault, tis that alone A 
For which you ſhould excuſe him : | 
"Twas thy dear ſelf firſt rais'd this Flame, BE 
. © This Fire by which I languiſh; Whi 
Tis thou alone canft quench the fame, © 
And cool my ſcorching Anguilh = 1 
For thee. I leave the ſportive —- In 
Were every Maid invites me \ And 
For thee, ſole Cauſe of all my Pain, , 0 
For thee that only ſſights me: | 
This Love that fires my faithful Heart. 0c 
By all but thee's commended. T 
Oh] wouldf thou ele t, | O'te 
My Grief might ſoon be ende. 5 Fe 
That beauteous Breaſt, ſo ſoft to feel, | vo 0 
Seem'd Tenderneſs all over; | Ty 
Vet it defends thy Heart like Steel, | 5 1 
_ _  *Gainſt thy deſpairing Lover. A | 
Alas 1 tho' it, Mould ne er tele In a 
Nor Colin's Care ne er move thee, R v5 1 
/ Yet till Life's lateſt Breath is: ſpent, . 0701 No: 


My Feggy, I muſt love thee. . 

S ON My 235 | - 

Eneath a cooling Shade Th, 
B Young Strephen ſought Relief, . 
The Flowers around his Head 1 j * 
Pin'd, conſcious of his Grief, © 

| Ha 

4 


T *. a 


. Fond, 


ad, 


PEneath a Cypreſs lyi OY ons. Same tf 


Id range the whole Creation,” ©” © * I ach ek 1 


iy the too 45 30 (E. 
The Courtier N e 2 e e „lade | 
The Sailor tempts the + ge? n . 
The Miſer begs Dann, = he LH | 
phage per ERR 
Nor Honour, Wealth, nor Tay bel Het TD 
Can like ſoft Tranſyorts 888 df 
On Earth tis Nis 1 A, 
i Heaven is but <arlove. * MARE, 
8 0 *. 0 . 1 6-400 


Young Damon told ©s Pain, Ys 1 it of 
While hollow Rocks g 8 e 
EY «5:93 1.25) 


Prolong'd the 
The falling Rills combini 15 168 
In Murmurs ſweetly 17 5 7 4 Ac $2 WE 
bt Wink in Cooot Joni „ bod af 
Compos d melodious W oe. \ * | 
0 Cupid ! dear Deceiver, 2 r Ker —4 4 
Thou Cauſe of all my ce: 4 wifes at © 
Ry pay muſt I le, a abe og Stk 
For ever loſe my" Fair? 7 nk vii 
Ab ! Gay; *what Habltation + 1 ON 
. 7 (tf 


— 
— 


a 
* 
* 
SY 
- 


To fh the lovely Prize.” 70 Bas rig with 
i allthe Works of Nature, | HE 05090 e 
Her Equal none can view, | 1 * 10 3 
No Spices e er were [weeter, / my Us? £49 eee, ELD 
No Turtle Dove ſo true: Like: | n ba 
The Smile, which»Morn-Giſclolez, s,, * 
Her Eyes indulgent ſhed; many ie 
The Bluſh of op'ning Roſes - x17 #4 } do 26 
Adorns her Cheeks with Red. r ol green 9th 
be thoo, the Ortung gevel, © | bo I a lH 
ith whom was lodg'd _—_ | 27 169% 
Raſt far removy*d — „ a 1. 
aan no mess? et 


* 


6166 
Vet when the Fates convey: me 4 
To Pluto's gloomy Shade, Fas be 

When Rage and Anguiſh fa gs my. 

My Ghoſt ſhall ſerve the i= 305 
Shall, when the ſleeps befriend' her, 

6-4 And all her Slumbers guide, 
| Shall, when ſhe wakes, attend her, 
= And hover near her Side. n 

Thus, all alone, lamenting, | 
7 Lover preſi' d. the- Pi, 

While Winds, their Regen veg, | 

1 With Tribute paid the Swain. 

When ſtraight his Tars mins, p 

A Nymph was heard to ay, © 
{No Muſick ſweetly charming 


Such Notes could e er "ry 10 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, no moiſe — 


But give thy Mind Conde, © 
FI to the Fair direct thee 
He bow'd, 5 . 
O N 1 
Bkxxa TH 2 A Shade, 
For unhappy Lese, 
The poor deſporring — a, ; | 
While drooping Turtles cooing ſtood 
On the green Brancbes of the daſky Wool; 
The mournful Flutes cobtend ir isn 
' To lull his Cares, to eaſe, his Pain, 5 
His Pain and Cares thus force: hint to nella; . 
Ah, heedleſs Shepherds ! guard your a * 
From Woman's fatal Eyes, 
They wound us fill with poilan'd D, 5 
And he that's wounded dies? 
Their Form and Face *like Seas ſerene, | 
Still promiſe only 0 | 1:9 
But oh | the the Shelves, 2 Id Hearts within, oh 
Are certain to deſtrbyg\. 117 0 
Ah! let my Fate thy Werck 8 
Nor venture from the Shore: 
n Sbephend, ſpent nen 1 Ark 
7 * funk down, Aud ſaid-no More... vile l 


Her Boſom I preſt, but, funk in her nen, | 
de de, ay Joy. 1 ff. O 1? 
Nile kindly ſhe Nept, cloſe to her I * DO ag 
And kia, and kiſs'd her my fill—0. 1 


A es fair on the — 1e 01! 
m Years brought me hame, where ood g Fav 
Tad me with a Voice right ſhrill—O, vet 

My Laß, like a Fool, had mounted the Stool, 1 1274752705 
Nor kend: who had done her the III O. in} 4 l 
ir fond of her Charms, with my Son in her a., 

| Iferljing ſpeer'd how ſhe fell O 6 
the Tear in her Eye, quoth ſhe, let me de, 

Sweet Sir, gin I can tell: O. = 

lore gave the Command, T took her by the Hand, 

And bad a* her Fears, 9 Bent | 

ume mir look wan, for I was the Man dt hard 
Wha had done her the Deed my ſell O. a 


bonny ſweet Laſs, on the y cu. 
th the Sbilling-Fill S. 


fIdid offence, I'ſe make ye amends 2 1 0 F 
Before I leave Peggy's Mull—O.  * 

0 the Mill, Mill— 0, and the Kill, Kill—0. 45 | 

And the Cogging of the Wheel-- O; r 
The Sack and the Sieve, 67 OR pens Japon tore A 
Aud round with a Sodgerreel—O, . 


Which Love for none e | 
lle, and firaight my Love before me brought 
Phlls the Object of my waking Thought ; * 

he came, my Flames to meet, 
Mill Love firew'd Flow'ss beneath her Feet, 


pores * became, became more ſweet . - 


Ss Ceres 5 
From the bright Viſton's Meadj” © 7 
A careleſs Veil of Laws was toolely ſpread ; a? 
From her white Temples fell her ſhaded Hair, - Wy 
Like clowdy Sun-ſhine, not too brown or fair. 
Her Hands, her Lips, Wein, 1 barg! 
Her ev'ry Grace my Heart" did fire, Lad U 
But moſt her Eyes, which berate with — 2 
| Ah! charming Fair, fad I, | 
| * How long can you my BNW and 5 yourrdevy 3 
By Nature and by: Love, this lonely. $ Shade 
Was for Revenge of foff ring; Lovers made: 
Silence and Shades with Love ee, | 
Both ſhelter you, and favour me, p 
Von cannot bluſh; doravle I. cannot re, 
No, let me die, the faid, ' 
Rather than loſe the ſpotleſs Name of Maid, 
Faintly ſhe ſpoke methought, for all the white 
She hid me not believe her, with à Smile: 
Then die, ſaid I ; he Mill rr 
And is it thus, thus, thos ſhe ery d, 
You uſe a harmleſs Maid. and 1 ſhe COS 
I wak'd, and Araight 1 knew 
F lov'd ſo well, it made my Nu prove de; 
Fancy the kinder Miſtreſs Koch ho; 
Faney had done what Phillis would not do: 
Ah! cruel Nymph, ceaſe your Diſdain, | 
While F can dream, you ſcorn in vain: 
Aſleep, or waking, you muff eaſe my Pain. 
S ON & 240. | 
REneath 4 ſhady Willow, ' ö 
Hard by a purling Swen; 
A moſſy Bene my Peu, | 1 
; — ( 5 77% = 
That I the charming Phillis . 
Did eagerly embrace; _- 
Her Breaſt as white a Lilies, 
And Rofaiyonda's Fac. 
N What Extaſies of Pleaſure 
| She gave, to tell's in vai 8 D a 
When with the hidden Tre +3. a * 
As bled le e en c 


90 1 


Lcought but] 


| And I my —＋L = 
cou'd den for ever,, 

u fill be ſo deceiv A. 1 
t when I wak 2, deluded,” 5 
And found all but . 5 
Ibn wou'd have dluded 
The melancholy Theme. 
+ Gods ! there's no 650 
& exquiſite a Pain 
Ihe Wound is paſt Ro ag 

That Cupid = = Swain. 


Node a Stream repining, 't 
n Pride of Beauty fhining,. 
The Coquet Alma lays © 
Jang Strephon came to find her, 

| yow'd to make her kinder; 

or weep his Soul aways 
war at length eſpying 

lei: d her Hand, and ne 
1 made his. fond For mes 
i! tell me, Fair unlæindeſt, 
Nat Pleaſure ' tis thou findeſt = 
u ging ſo much Pain! 


Jour Eyes, tis true, ſecurely 


» 


You will not let me __— 5 | 
a kind Token dünn 
ver my long- try d rap. 
And with my With comply. 

x Nymph, not ſore * 
Ad hear of Wounds and Killings 663 
Nor thought it much to ſtay: 
t when, no more of 8 
Bulk was of complying, 

te role and fled away. g 


e 


þ bon he ſtop and viewing, wt 
Ae Nymph was out of Sight: 
A. 


\ 


8 
N | ht p _ 7 4 N 
z . Y 
. 


intain their Pow'r, yet L= 4 85 hs 81 


darin too roſe, . . 5 


- ( 170 ) 
Piſh ! ſaid he, why this Pother 3 
I can but find another ALES. 

That” 5 ev'ry whit as bright, | 


S O N G 242. 


BE s Beauties ſhine ze bright, 
Were her many Virtues fewer, 
She wad ever give Delight, | | 
And ON me view her, 
Bonny , thee alane 
Love I, —— elſe about thee; 
With thy Comelineſs I'm tane, 
And langer cannot live without thee. 
Beſſy's Boſom's faft and warm, 
| Mille-white Fingers ſtill employ'd ; 
He who takes her to his „Arm, 
Of her Sweets can ne'er be cloy d, 
My dear Beſſy when the Roſes 
Leave thy Cheek, as thou grows aulder, 
Virtus, which thy Mind diſcloſes, 
Will keep Love frae growing caulder. 
Beſfy s Toucher is but ſcanty, 
Yet her Face and Soul diſcovers 
Theſe enchanting Sweets in plenty 
Muſt entice a thouſand Lovers, 
It's not Money, but a Woman 
| Of a Temper Kind and eaſy, | 
That gives Happineſs uncommon, 
| Fawn Things can nought but teeze e. 
| S ON 8 243. 
NEtty early gone a Ma 
B Niet W en m. Ilie ſtraying; 
Deſign or Chance, no Matter whether, 
But this we know, he reaſon'd with her. 
Mark, dear Maid, the Turtles cooing, 
Fondly Billing, kindly Woing ; 
See how ev'ry Buſh difcovers 
Happy Pairs of aac? 2 $4 


4 hs ( 171 ) 
in Singing „or in Loving W* 23 
y Moment ſtill improving: Bro 
lxe and Nature wiſely leads em: 
lore and Nature ne*er miſguides em. 

See how the op*ning bluſhing Roſe, -.. 
Tos all her ſecret Charms diſcloſe; © 
Sneet's the Time, ah! ſhort's the Meaſure 
(four fleeting, haſty Pleaſure, - ; 

Quickly we muſt ſnatch the Bliſſes 
(ftheir ſoft and fragrant Kiſlesz _ | 
I- day they bloom, they fade To- morrow, 
Iroop their Heads, and die in Sorrow, 

Time, my Beſs, will leave no Traces. 

(f thoſe Beauties, of thoſe Graces ; 
Youth and Love forbid our ſtaying z 


Dove 


Till the Fair 
rake a Paſſion with her Eyes. 9 
But if my. Grief Nh 

„ Finds no Relief, 
Wuſer ber, that Thyrfis dies: 
Bird of May, . 
Keep the Spray, 
EKEeep the Spray; 
| of May, 


Cie ſniles, my Soul's all gay, 
aue ſmiles, we, OOF app om 
TR __ 


— 


4 


ry 


„„ 
Lab not what you CR Cher | 
B Honour's Laws 2555 ſacrecd be: 
Boaſting Favours from another, i _ 
Ne'er will Favour gain with me, 
* Ne'er will Favour gain with me. 
But, inſpir'd with Indignation | 
Sooner I'd lead A in Bell, 
Ere 1's troft my NfS 
A With ſuch F ** as kiſs and en, 
With ſuck Fools a: as Kiſs and te} 


1 * 


He who finds a hide Treaſure, . 4 | 
Never ſhould he ge eveal 7 
He whom Beauty crowns with e 
Cautious ſhould his Joy conceal, | 
Cautious ſhould his Joy conceal. 5 
Him with whom niy Heart PU U 
Shall my Fame from Cenſure fave; 
One where Truth, and Prudence center, 
And as t as the Grave, 
And as ſecret ag the Grave, + 


8 0 N 6: 246, | 

PLandufia ! Nymph of this fair Spring, 
Appear, while we your Virtues fiog ; 

While ſwelling Notes do raiſe your Name, 
And flowing Numbers ſpread your Fame, 
See ! round your Wells we throes be” and * 
Now gently wave your ſacred 
And touch the yielding 2 in's Bio, 
And let your healing Waters 
They cure the thinking Matron's Spleep, 


The longing Virgin's fickly: 27 "OR 
Cool the good Fellow's glowing V eins, 
And purge a raving Poet's Brains. 


You mingle with em pureſt Abr 
Which ſtreams from Hills that tech the Sky! 

mm ſpacious Valley yields the Fare, 

__W 6 feeds the vaſt luxurious Eye. 
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he geateſt Dainties here we ſeel lia 
Delicious Villa's, ſweeteſt Groves; 1 
Id Thing in full Maturity, . © ; = 
Which courts the Eye, or Fancy moves. a tl 
With what Varieties the bright, 
The noble Thames regales the Sight ! | 55 
Ceed with Barks which Plenty brings, * le 
The Sweets of Zephyr's laden Wings. 
fs gliding by Elyſian Fields, | 
þ frequent Twines ſtrange Pleaſure yields; 
uud thoſe ſo near fair wat?ry Plains, | 
Where ride ſuch royal Fleets of Swains. 
Two Chiefs, I've ſeen, with pleaſing Pain, 
4 long and bloody Fight maintain; : 
luffed and under Sail, like ſove, 
iemming the ſtronger Tide of Love. 
8 O N G 247. | 
PLATE Jonny faintly teld fair Jean his Mind 5 
Jeany took pleaſure to deny him lan 
Re thought her ſcorn came frac # heart unkind, 
Vhich gart him in defpair tune up this ſang. — 
0 bonny laſſie, ſince tis ſae, 
That I'm deſpis d by thee, 
Inte to live; but O I'm wie, 
And unko ſweer to die. 
Dar Jeany, think what dewy hours 
I thole by your diſdain; 
Ab ſbould a breaft ſae faft as yours, 
Contain a heart of ſtane? 
Theſe tender notes did a“ her pity move, 
Vi melting heart ſhe liſtned to the boy; | 
Vrcome ſhe fril'd, and promis d him — Loves 
He in return thus ſang his rifing Joy. 
Hence frae my breaſt, - contentious care, 
10 fan tint _ Power to 22 5 
Jeans good, my Jeany's fair, - 
And a her ſweets 2) mine. { 


2 


a 
(17%: 7 : 
O ſpread thine arms, and gile me on 
Of dear enchanting me, L732 5. 
A thouſand joys around thy mouth 
Gr e heaven with ilka kifs, 


Lgfs, Mortal 1 
„ Mortals, s tne 
B That flows from Cclia's. Wo, ha 
For never did a Star ſo bright 
In Beauty's Heaven riſe; © 
And whilſt a Crown? 8 uneaſy Wei ght, Ble 
And all the mighty Toils of rare, © But 
She ſoftens with her Charms, & 
Bleſs, bleſs. the happy Monarch in her Arms, 
Who lives that does not yield to Love, 
And oft his Joys renew? © _. 
And yet how few in Kings approve 
What they themſeldes purſue? ' 
The murm'ring Cxowd themſelves afford 
The Pleaſures they deny their 4 9 
'Tho* Love is Empire's only Dower, 
To recompente the Slavery of Power, 
S O N 6G. 24% 
B Left as th* immortal Gods is he, 
The Youth who fondly ſit by thee, 
And hears and ſees thee all the while, 
Softly ſpeak, and ſweetly mile! 
So ſpoke and ſmil'd the Eaftern Maid ; 
(Like thine, ſeraphic were her Charnis) 
That in Circaſſia's Vineyard firay*d, © 
And bleſt the wiſeſt Monarch's Arme. ih 
A thouſand Fair of high Deſert, | 
Strove to enchant the am'rous King; 
But the Circaſſian gain'd his Heart, 
And taught the royal Bard to fing. 
Clarinda thus our Song inſpires, + 
And claims the ſmooth and ofreft Lays i 
But while each Charm our Boſom fires, | 
Words ſeem to few to ſound her Praiſe. 


» 


on 


& 
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paint ſurpaſſes þ wnan Skill: * Fo a. 1 p | If 
Her are 09 mixt with the Sweet, ' „ N - 
let Seraphs fing ber, if they will. te Bags h 
Whilt woud ring, vith a rayidh'd( Eye,» a 0 1 
We all that's perfect in her Vie, n = 
Viewing a Siſter of the SK y an Ta 
weben an Adaration's due. > fiat ga 
Bleft with my Sylvia, Life — Epe, kl 
But from my Treaſure "is novght but Pas * 
Fondly loving, ? 28. 0 035 0 et 
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1 a 
: = x 9 * 
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You'll there di 
How much you reien: 
If then you find my Soul fineere, 
ſy ſhould you fly me, what ean you fear % 
VVV 
Blow, blow, thou Winter's Winds 
Thou art 'not-#6 unkind 
As Man's Ingratitule. 
V Tooth is not ſo keen, 
muſe thou art not ſeen, 
Altho' thy Breath be W ee 
ech ho! fing, heigh ho ! unto * Holly 7 


den heigh ho, the Holly ; 
Life is moſt Jolly. | 5 
Imzze, freeze, thou bitter Sk 3 
Nen dof not bite ſo nj 5 . 
As Benefits forgovpe . 
W thou the Waters Warp, . | 

i Sung is not ſo ſharp, 


As Friends remembred gots 
Wy) bo ! ſing, & e. . 


1 5 
83 
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Fith Joy then, Sylvia, — . 8 0 
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been ne x fegning, a mal Loving = mere e 0 
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8 O. N G 25a 7 th 
BLow, blow, Boreas; blow and let thy furly Winds 
Make the Billows'foam and roar 
Thou canſt no Terror breed in valiant Linde, 
But ſpite of thee- weꝰ Il live, and find a Shore, 


Then chear, my Mates,” and be not aw'd, 
But keep the Gun-Room clear; © 
Tho' Hell's broke looſe, and the Devils roar abroad, 
Whilſt we have Sea-room here, Wojw never fear, 
Hey ! how, ſhe toſſes up, how far! 
The mounting Top+maſt touch'd a Star; 
The Meteors blaz d, as thro” the Clouds we came; 
And, Selamapder-like, we liv'd in Flame, 
But now, now we fink ! now we go 
Down to the deepeſt Skades below: x 
Alas! alas! where are-we-now! | 
Who, who can tell? 
Sure *tis the loweſt Room of Hell, 
- Or where the Sea-Gods dwell : p 
With them we'll live, with them we'll live and reign; 
With them we'll laugh, and ſing, and drink amain ; 
But ſee l we mount! fee ! ſee! we * 
S O N G 
Bo on ye Winds, deſcend fofe 
> To ſooth my tender Griefs 
| Your ſolemn Muſick lulls m Pains, 
And gives me ſhort Relief, 


In ſome lone Corner would I fit | 

Retir'd from human kind; 

Since Mirth, nor Show, nor ſparkling Wit 

Can pleaſe my anxious Mind. 

The Sun, which makes all Nature 627. 
Torments my weary E 

And in dark Shades 1 ſpend the Day, 

Where Echo ſleeping lies. Pa | 

The ſparkling Stars, which ply e 

And glitt' ring deck the Ni 

Are all ſuch eruel Foes of 

a 1 ficken at their Sight, 
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dun bon, 
1 ye 
ir lanted there. 

But may the Maid, re- a er * . 
Think not of my Nor me. 

Let all the Traces of out Love ' c 
Ker ted erg bay ent 4 
May from her Breaſt my Vews ee. 

And no Remembrance behind. 
But may the Maid, e. * M's 401 FN 

O may I ne'er hahold hey more, 
gel, 
wWildom's Aſſiſtance is t00 poor: 


To calm the Tempeſt in wy Bee. 2 y | 
But may the Maid, &c. - 22 9 4. 


"A; 


lud with my Sorrows lay me l 

And ſhould the gentle Vidgin weeps: - 
Nor ſharp nor laſting be her Wag. | 
Then may ſhe think, where-&* 6. 


No more of my Diſtreſs me. 
s O N.0 Fel 
B Loch not redder than Fins 


Tho' the Virgins gave,ygu. e 
eb not at the Chance } * in * 
Ne 
Maids, like Turtles, love the Coding,” 
Bil and murmur in-their Waolag- 

Thus, like you, they fjart and TY 

And their troubled Joys diſſemble. 

enſp the Pleaſure while "tis er 3 

Tho' — « x I * 

Time at laſt our Joys'will fever, 7 TOR # 

An they'll part, they I part for ever. © 
SO N G — 


To 


* * , WF: 
2 * 


Blyth was ſhe butt and ban 
And r the loo'd a Hawick Gl, 


*allegh to fee « tappis ih. Raft 


Come, Death, © come, then gl Sp, ! £ 


Blu, blyth, blyth was the, * ITY tot A2. 198 


(s ) 
Sbe took me in, abd ſet me down 
And heght to keep — : 
But, cunning Carling that ſhe'was, 
She gart me birle my — gl ö 
We loo'd the Liquor well ejiou | 
But waes my Heart my | 8 2 i dooe, 
Before that I had quench'd'myDrowth, 
And laith I was to pan my Shoon. 


And the nieft Chappin new 
In ſtarted, to heeze up our 
Young Andro with his cutty Gun. 


The Carling brought her Kebbuck ben, 
Well does the Canny Kimmer ken, 


We ca'd the Bicker aft about; 


And ay the cleaneſt Drinker out 
Was Andro with his cutty Gun, 


| He did like ony Mavis ng, 
1 And as I in his Oxter ſat, 
1 He ca'd me ay his bonny 7 
And mony a ſappꝰ KiG1 
I hae been eaſt, Nee, 
I hae been far ayont the ſunz 
; But the blytheſt lad that g er I ſaw, 2 
Was Andro with bis cutty Guo. | | 
q he. 82 3 920 yy J 
L ey young and gay * 
B nb Jockey young ity X 2 
He's all my Talk by Day, L 
* my Dreams by Nieht. ; 
10 Winter chen . Fi 
But when he tarries here, 
'Tis Summer all the Len. 
When I and Jockey met. Nw ws 
Firſt on the flow'ry Dale, 
* ſweetly he me tret. > 3 2 1 


— 3 
* 
— 


win was 4 
5 * 


When we had three — — Stoup, 


With Girdle-Cakes well toaſted brown, "a 
They gar the Scuds gae'glibber hun. 4 ; 
f ee notſatn Bun 94 0 


"And Love was all bis T 43 6 281 44 4 


| (779 ) | 
l or tp Hear fa * 
O eaſe me 1 A nel: 
And never ſhaw 


Well can my Jockey kyth, | 
ode fo Courteſie: 11 
He made my Heart full blyth . 
When he firſt ſpake o me. 
His Suit I fill 5 
He kiſs'd, and I comply d; 
Sae Jockey promis d me, 
That he wad faithful be. 
I'm glad when Jockey comes, 
Sad when he gangs away 5 Rg 
'Tis Night when Jockey glooms, | fu 
But when he ſmiles 5A Day. . 
When our Fyes meet, I pant, 
I colour, ſigh, and faint ; b 
What Laſs that wad be kind, 
Can better tell her Mind? 


S O N G- wy 
Blyth was I each Mor n to ſee | 
My Swain come o'er the 


He leap'd the Brook, and flew ws, 
I met him with Goad-will, Gf 


| neither wanted Vew nor Lamb, - 
When his Flocks near me Wie, | 
He gather'd in my Sheep at ty. 1. 1 
And cheared — all the Day. ra « 
He tun d his Pipe, and play d ſo ſweet, | - 
The Birds ſat liſt ning by, 
And the dull Cattle ſtood a "ee; 3 7 
Charm'd with his Melodl . 
He did oblige me Hoat, 99 4 ur 1 455 
Cou'd I hw gratefu — 4 ling): k | 
le won my Heart, cou d n 
Whate er he aſk'd of me 75 


(55 4 . 


8 hs” WY 4 F 4 6 ; . * ne TY 2 
* 189 } 5 


" Bi5 Pate! that I wen bead 

Go heavily and wiburt, os 
*Cauſe 1 oblig'd the kindeſt Seats | 
That ever yet was born. 

S O N by ac; 
Br with is the Lad I love, 
My Saul's Delight and 7 g 
As he alane my Heart can mige 

He is my deareſt Treafors, 
| Yet wae's me tho' he 13 

He loves me more than 
He leaves me, and to Arm de flies, 
As ſoon as Trumpets call. 1 
Ah me! whilſt ev'ry common Laſs 
| Enjoys the Lad doth move her, 
MNuſt Molly ſtill her Sundmer . - 
In Tears without her Lover 
Dear Willy, thus in martial. Strife 

Oh 5 Fats defy 3 
Preſerve for me eee 2 

ann ef A 

2 "= 


W no more, pry tit of Pleaſure 
That the ficlele Fair can give thee 5 
Believe me, tis a Fairy Treaſure, 
And all thy Hopes will ſoon: deceive thee, 
| Sweet's the Morn; but quickly i 
Her Smiles I've-khown and her Diſdaining: 


The Flow'r is fair, but quickly dying; 
And Chloe ſtili will 2 | 


The Charms that have ſubdy*d wy Ham, | 
Another may deſpiſe, _ e 

Thy Face is to my bo made, 
Perhaps, 834 ſome ford whim betray's, 

2 3 1 delight, 


(182: }- 
Youth, to your Confufion know, 

ch to.wy Love's Exceſs, 6 
You all your fancy d Beautios owe, 

Which fade as that grows leſs. | 
For, now I perceive what the Fop does endeavour, . 
My Arts ſhall detain him my Captive for ever, 

S ON G 262. 
Boss rings Fops, who court the Fair, 

For the Fame of being lov d; 

You who daily prating are | 

Of the Hearts your Charms have mov'd ; 
Sill be vain in Talk and Dreſs ; 

But while Shadows you Re. .. 

On that ſome, who boaſt it leſs, 

May be bleſt as much as you, 

Live and Birding are ally d, 

Baits and Nets alike they have; 

The fame Arts in both are try d, 
Ie your enſlave: | 

in each you'd happy prove, 

ito! Neiſe ſtill watch your Way 3 
For in Birding, and in Love, 

VWhile we talk it flies away. 


S O N 0 263. 
OMV Lads and Damſels 
eee bee Both; 
ere now come here on 
e 3 
0 heavy Dutch P mem, 
Amongft us you ſhall find 


ll make your Lads — 5 
And Laſſes very ror 5 | 


lar Damſons and Philberds _ 

rr 
a Glas of merry Sack, | 
ki Cordial for the =: 
u my range about the Fair 

1 Tricks and Sights e; 
Auben your Legs are weary, 

a” | 


x - 182 0 
There” b thread-bare Holophernes 


Mn long * fin; F hi 

With Guy of Warwick, St, G 

And ee fair Dame : 4 —_— U 

You'll find ſome pretty Puppets too, 

Wich many a Nicky Nack! Ne 

But a Glaſs of jolly Sack, Boys, | 
Is a Cordial for the Back, oy Wi 


The Houſes being low too, | 
Some Players hither come; 

But if my Stars deceive me not, 

They ſoon will know their Doom : 

There's other pretty Strollers, - 


That crowd upon us here ; | A 
That may have Booths to lett too, | She 
Before their Time, I fear. Fe 
All theſe may prate and talk much., Such 
-Shew Tricks, and bounce and crack, T 
But here's a Glaſs of Sacle, Boys, Her | 
That's a Cordial for the Back, Hi 
Come fit down then, briſk Lata, I hea 
A Bumper to the King; ' Ar 
Old England let's remember, Four 
(May Peace and Plenty oP Fre 
Let War no more perplex you, | DEE nia let n 
Your Taxes ſoon will end 5 ' I oy. An 
The Soldiers all diſbanded, ' 
And each Man love — 


Be merry then, carouſe, Boys, | 
See, Drawer, what tis . 3 
And fetch a Bottle neat, Bey, | 
That's a Cordial for the Back. 


8. 0 N 6 1 15 
zom with the Vices of. my Kind, 
I were inconſtant too, 
Dear Cynthia, could 1 rambling find 
More Beauty than in you. 
The rolling Surges of = Blood, 
By Virtue now ebb'd 
Should a new Show' r ener the Theo, 
Too ſoon 'twopld overflow,. 


- (383 ) 


But Frailty, when thy Face T 4. 


Does modeſtly retire.; m 5 | = 
Uncommon mu we if Graces be, 1 FR Re ; 
Whoſe Look can bound Defire, wes 1 


Not to my Virtue, but Wy Power, 
This Conſtancy is 8 
When Change itſelf can "ny" Me no more, ; 
'Tis eaſy to be true. | 
. SON 8 nn 
| RRight Cynthia's Pow?n divinly e 
What Heart is not obeying ? EST, 
4 thouſand Cupids.on her wait, 4] 
And in her Eyes are playing: | * 
de ſeems the Queen of ae an; „ tit! , 
For the alone diſpenſes . 7 
Such Sweets as beſt can entertain 11 54 ö 
The Guſt of all the Senſe.. a 
Her Face a charming Proſpect brings, FEI 1 
Her Breath gives balmy Bliſſes 3 | 
Lhear an Angel when ſhe fings,, - 1 b 
' And taſte of Heav'n in Kiſſe. 
Four Senſes thus ſhe feaſts with Joy, 
From Nature's richeſt: Treaſure z. 2 
lt me the other Senſe employ, 8 rot ot 2x 
And 1 ſhall die with Pleaſure. - | b 
S ON 8. 266. | 
Right was the Morning, ol was the Air, 
Serene was all the Sky, - 
When on the Waves I left my Dear, | 
The Center of my Joy; RY 
Heaven and Nature ſmiling were, 
lach roſy Field did Odours ſpread, 
All fragrant was the 2 0 
Exh River-God roſe from his Bed, 
A and own'd her Pow'r ; 
Curling their Waves, they Jos 3 their Heads, | 
Ay * of what K 


But ; 


® "55 


80 when the foir E, — 
Her Hero went to ya 

Cidnus ſwell'd o- er her Banks with Pride, 
As much in Love as he-. 


Glide on, ye Waters, bear theſe Lines, 
And tell ber how diftreft : 5 
Bear all my Sighs, ye gentle Winds, 
And waft em to her Breaſt: 
Tell her, if e'er ſhe proves e 
I never ſhall have Reſt. „ 
8 Oo N 8 267. | 
B RIGHT Wonder of Nature, 
Divine in each Feature, 
You conquer all Hearts; 
Admiring we're. dying, 
Tis only by flying 
We” re ſafe from your Darts. | 
S Q N 6 268. 
B Acne, bring my Miſtreſs to my Arms, 
Let me the Flaſ embrace; : 
Here are the true, the — Charms, 
And none in Celia's Face. 
How bright, how ſparkling are her Eyes! 
How fragrant is her Breath ! | 
Kiſs me, my Love, my Life, ſhe cries, 
Preſs me, my Dear, to death, 
The flowing Joys have reach'd my Heart, 
They glide thro* every Vein; 
What Heat, what Strength, does Wine impart ! 
What Pleaſure without Pain 


While, Love, how frail are all thy Joys! 
How ſoon do they expire! 
He loſes all, who but enjoys; 
What feeds, _ out the Fire. 
8 N G 269. 
Ring out your Coney - ſkins, 

Ring & your Coney-ſkins, Maids, to me, 
And hold them fair that I may fee, 
Grey, black, and blue: For the ſmaller Skins, 
ll give you Bracelets, Laces, Pi - 


K — 


And for your whole Conch ; 
Here's ready Money. '' * 
ke, gentle Joan, do thou begin 
ru thy black Coney, thy black Coney- ſkin, 
And Mary and Joan will follow, 
With their filver hair'd Skins and yellow : - 
te white Coney-fkin I will not Jay by 3 
tho it be faint it is fair 28 By 
The grey it is worn 3 but yet for Money, 
voy the 8 bonny black Coney: . 
we away, fair Maids, your Skins will decay, Rt | 
me and take Money, Maids, put your Wares 11. 
ie any Coney-ſkins, ha'ye any Coney-ſkins, 
ve any Coney-ſking here to ſell ? 
S ON G 270. 
Nuk Claret and Sherry 
will make us · all merry ; 
bs fill the Glaſs, fill the Glaſs readily round 1 
at it o'er the left Thumb 
Tho! the Company's dumb, 
all open their Pipes with + avſcal 60nd. 
wil open, &c. 3 5 „ 
Then, ſo, la, me, fi. | Ar 5 2 7 8 
With a Note on ela A. e1 — 
kn higher, then higher perhaps i i may A 
fl Bumper about, 
2 any doubt, Soar „ 
zcchus, jolly Bacchus is 0 to the Bhi ++ 
bmi d to the Skies. ea 80 | 


S ON G 27 1. 

2 where is your great Magnaniinity ? 
Where's your boaſted Courage flowa ? 
it perverted to Pufillanimity, , 26 
are to call yourſelves your own. | 

ut your Anceſtors won ſo 41 
dun d with Conqueſt in the Field ; 
"\ relinquiſh 3 and O moſt i 2 
— tamely yield. 


—— 1 


— p rer ²— ˙ ˙— 
i. — = . 2 . 
ry 2 * 


* 3 


| . Preparative, 


7 is) 


See her weeping quit the Shore; 
- Britain's Loſs will be then paſt Comparative, 
Never to behold her more. 
_ Gracious God ! to aſſiſt exurgitate, 
Stretch forth thy vindictive Hand; 
Make Oppreſſors their v4 ranr regurgitate, 
And preſerve a ſinking La 
.:;40-. N 2 272. 
B RUNETTA wou'd in vain conceal 
How well ſhe likes her Lover; 
Her Breaſt, her Eyes each uy reveal, 
Each warmeſt Hope diſcover. | 
Words may be artful, and deceive ; * 
But in her wiſhing Eyes, | 
And in her Breaſts, — er they e | 
Unerring Nature lies. 
Then fince Brunetta's Heart I know, 
And ſhe can gueſs at mine ; | 
Why ſhould we not together go 
Where each of them incline ? - 


Why fear we what the Formal ſay, 
With grave cenſorious Brow ? 

*Tis but the Malice of a Day, 
That envies what we do. 


Vile Sots and Gameſters every Day 
Their Reputation ſquander ; 
If ours we Joſe, *tis in a way 
Might drr a Saint to wander. 
S O. N G 273. 
Bug buſk ye, my bonny Bride; 3 
Buſk ye, buſk ye, my bonny Marrow; 
Buſk ye, buſk ye, my bonny Bride, 
Beik and go to the Braes of Yarrow 
There will we ſport and gather Dew, | 
Dancing while Lav' rocks ſing the Morning; 
There learn frae Turtles to prove true; 
N oe er ver me with diy Scoring. 


(187, ): 
To weſtlin Breezes Flora yields, fy | 
And when the Beams are kindly 1 

Bythneſs appears all o'er the Fields, 
And Nature looks mair freſh and 
Learn frae the Burns that trace the Mead, 
Tho' on their Banlæs the Roſes bloſſom, 
Yet haftilie they flow to Tweed, 
And pour their Sweetneſs in bis Boſom. 


Haſte ye, haſte ye, my bonny Bell, 


Haſte to my Arms, and there I'll guard thee ; 1 


with free Conſent my Fears repel, 

Tl with my Love and Care reward thee. 
Thus ſang I ſaftly to my Fair, 

Who rais'd my Hopes without relenting, 
0 Queen of Smiles, Iafſk nae mair, 

Since now my bonny Bell's conſenting. 

8 O N G 274. 
BSV, curious, thirſty Fly, 
Drink with me, and drink as J. 


freely welcome to m Cup, * 
Could thou fip, and h it up: 
Make the moſt of Life you may, 
Life is ſhort, and wears _— 

Life is, &. | 
Both alike are mine and thine, 
Haſt'ning quick to their Decline, 
Thine's a Summer, mine no more, 
Tho? repeated to Threeſcore; 
Threeſcore Summers, when they're gone, 
Will —_— ſhort as one, T1 


Will WT appears. Joe 


8 o M Go 275. 

BY a broad, a Willow, 

Heaven his covering, Earth bis Pillow, 
Young Philander lay; | 

Vailing to the paſſing Fountain, 
| Eccho anſwering from a n, 

Thus be ſpent the Day, © © 
Coe, faireſt, deareſt Creature! 
mo grat Fog w Nature f 


B NEW 


Why fo ory . 
Find you M An th 0 ing? 
Can you ſee a Shi * dy __ 
Dying too for 
When old Night bY Pony br Dun, 
To his Hut the Youth reſorti 
Wail'd his Ditty ober: 
All the Nymphs, but Cloe, borrow 
Water from his Sea of Sorrow, 
And his Caſe — ee e 
8. N 8 276. 
V a diſmal Opel lying, 1. 
Damon cry' d, all pale and dying, 
" Kind is Death, that ends ray Pain, 
But cruel ſhe I lov'd in vain. 


The moſſy Fountains, 
. Murmur my — — | 
And hollow Mountains 

My Groans redouble : 
Ev'ry Nymph mourns me, 

Thus while I languiſn . 
She only ſcorns me, 

Who caus*d my 1 


No Love returning, but all Nope nut; 
By a diſmal Cypreſs lying, 


Like a Swan, ſo ſung he dying: 7 
Kind is Death, that ends my . a 
But cruel ſhe 1 lov'd ig van. FT 
S ON 4 ay. 
Y a murm' ring Stream a fair Shepherdeſs lay, 
Be ſo kind, O'ye'Nymphs, I 6ft times heard her ſay, 
To tell Strephon I wie; if he _ this Way, 


And that Love is the Cauſe of my Mourning. 
Falſe Shepherds that tell me of Beauty and Charms ; 
You deceive me, for Strephon's cold Heart never Warm, 
Yet bring me this Strephon, let me die in his Arms, 
Oh Strephon ! the Cauſe of my Mourning, 

But firſt, ſaid ſhe, , let me 80 


Down to the Shades below, MN rg 


re let Strephon ; 

w. have lov'd him ſo: bene aig) 
Then on my pale Cheek no Bluſhes will * > | 
Tht Love was the Cauſe of my Mourning, 
He Fyes were ſcarce cloſed when Strephon came by; 
fie thought ſhe ad been Neeping, and ſoftly drew —— „ 
kat finding her breathleſs, oh Heay'ns! did he crys... 
4k Chloris ! the Cauſe of my 1 e 
fore me my Chloris, ye Nymphs uſe your Art. 
n *twas yourſelf ſhot the Dart 
That wounded the tender Nn Shepberdeſs Heart, 
od kill'd the poor Chloris with pan 84 
Ah then is Chloris dead, þ HS * $14 98-5 
Wounded by mel he ſald. 755 g 
TI follow thee, chaſte Maid, are n 
Down to the filent Shade. Fo 
ner ad my Delany i Ha, M194 
iir d the poor * with Mourning. 
8 O 8 278. 5 
3! bes, Ges Craig gin 

A Conqueſt o'er the Heart: 8 
& certain Empire then maintains, 12 N 
By various ſubtile Art. e 29791 


de knows, a conftant Fondnefs a. 
Aud palls the Lover's Tafte: 

v meaſures out his ſcanty Joys, . 

Nor Favours grants in waſte. _ 


kmetimes the Jealous Mood the tries, 1 
reigns Fears and Doubts of Love: 
udts, to be clear'd by Vows and Sighe, As 
The am*rous Flame t improve. i f 
Leer of Bliſs he grows ſecure, x 
Aud Indolence enſuesz | 
Aden Gallant ſhe makes her lure, 
And Paſſion thus renews. , 
Nie fighted Ms ide, like Dido, rave. 
At Gods and Men, in vainz _ .. 
A wondrous Skill the bolds her Slaye 


hn Eternal Chain. 8 101 0 


(ns) 


s 0 No 299 1¹ mn 
BY Chreeſht and Shalrit Putrick, , going home hte "Pol 
About two in theMorning ] wasput ina Fright ; [Night WW. 
Comes a Dog in # Doublet, ſtripp'd all in his Shirt, — 
And throws doum poot Teague very elean in the Dirt, 1 
Thes firing his Piſtot eite on my Faith, Al 
Stand ſtill, you'damin'd Dog; or you're dead on the Plaiſt: 
De'el taulke him for me, for his Favour and Graiſh, Nor b 
For ne er was dear Joy in more ſorrowful Caiſh. ro 
Confdunded, and ſperchleſu, bold as Hero I cry'd, v o 
Vour Roguethip one Day fhall at Tyburn be try'd; The I 
If Teague catch'you again at ſuch vile Tricks as theſe Mit nc 
He will ſwear, Joy, upon you his Majeſty's Peaſh. The 
Thus threaten d, he ſhivily ery'd, my dear Honey, | 
T'lI not hurt thee at all, but preſent me thy Money, B 
My Money, dear Joy 3 ; tis Teague's Soul—he's undone 
Well, een talte if ali for or'by Ohreſhr, T have none, 
S ON G 280. Th 
B dimpled Brook, and Fountain brim, ( 
The Wees Nywphs dich Deere, Wales 
Their merry Wakes and- Paſtim oy 1 6. b tha 
What has Night to do with $ I nien | 
Night has better Sweets to _ REST: deter dull 
Venus now wa ure wakens n a . Sill 
Come, let us our Rites hegin - babes biies At 
*Tis only W that Sin. \ 
1 O N. kd + 281. . 
BY arinking aring dull Care APs Wi 
Be briſk ahd airy, ; ;.. 4 
Never vary 3 Y 2 b 09 . Minit 
In your Tempers, ;” but be e e 


Let Mirth know no 4 ; 
We all were born (Mankind * 
From dull Reflection to he free, 
But he that drinlæs not, cannot be 1 

Then anſwer your Creation. 
When Cupid wounds, grave ne beak, 
| Then all our whining, - 

Wiſhing, Striving, © 
ce what Beauty yl,” 


y 


5 0 95 Y 


jeſt when 1 in P 

1 Bacchus — ſuch ac Teile forth, 

We always wilds Jr fan dur Bis 
And ſhall for . e "RE 9 4 


All Malice here is fl Wal 6. vr — * | 
Each take 1 dls Ii db err 
No Healths do e e ee e 

Nor Party Feyds here e er — I i 

They nought but IIl occaſion ; 5 2 3 
We only meet to eelebrate aq ge ovine ct 
The Day which brought us to this Ste, | 


beſe got to curſe, nor yet to hate 5 9nO 
The Hour of our Creation. e ot ONO > n 
, S ON 282. = 33 


Y Men beloy'd, how ſoon * oY 
5 How eaſily they — 4 ** Ws it 
How eaſily they perſ 10 
They pleaſe us ſo, Roe . | 
Or who wou'd die a Mpid 
Males for Females Heaven intended, 
b that Heav'n may'nt be öffended, | | 
He that firſt makes Love to me, | 12 
Wl find, ll be as fond as he 
dul find Pl] be as fond a he. 
A tender Maid, at firſt tho aid, _ 
When once ſhe thinks of Love, 
When once ſhe 'thinks vf Love, 
Will freely own that Lying done, 


Init when young eats then the ſweeteſt, «i 5 : 
lacks the gayeſt and the neateft, 5 
Women too, by all confeſt, 
a they're young kiſfs'd, Kifs _ * bet, 
Fa they're young kifs'd, kiſs then the beft, | 
S O N G * 
Dr Maſons Art th' aſpiring Dome 
In various Columns ſhall ariſe; 
Ul Climates are their native Home 


Their godlike Actions rich i Bin, 1 
ner. 


Is what ſhe can't approve. © A 
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Hero s and Kings revere their . 
And Poets ſing their laſting Fame; 

Great, Generous, Virtuous, Good and Brave, 
Are Titles they moſt juſtly claim. 

Their Deeds ſhall live beyond the Grave, 

- Andev'ry Age their Fame proclaim : 
Time ſhall their glorious Ach inroll, 

And Love with Friendſtip charm the Soul. 


83 ON 8 284. 
B Y Moon- light on the Green, | 
Our bonny Laſſes cooing, 
One dancing there I've ſeen, 
Who ſeem' d alone worth wooing 3 
Her Skin like driv'n Snow, . 
Her . 5 
Her Eyes black as a Sloe, | 3 
Her Lips red as a Cherry. 1 
On! how the tript it, ſkipt it, 
Leapt it, Kept it, > 
Whiſk'd it, friſk'd it, , 
Whirl'd ir, twir * twirl'd * 5 
Swimming, sing, 
Starting ſo E | 
The Tune to nick; 1 
wn a _— and 3 Ted, 
erk at parting. 
ar Heave and a Tok, 
And a Jerk at parting. 
As the fat down, I bow'd 
And veil'd my Bonnet to her: 
Then took her Hom the Crowd, 
With Honey-words to woo her; 
Sweet blitbeſt Laſs, quoth I, 
It is now bleak Weather, 
I prithee let us try 
Another Dance together. 
Oh! how ſhe, Ke. 


| hor foing thus I hot, Fool 
uoth ſhe, Pray leave your 3 
Same Dancing heats the Blood, 
But yours, I fear, laeks cooling. 


„ 


fe a Dance 1 bn l. 
11 we at laſt had ſeven 3. SET 
M | how e, Ke. A A 1 1 
F 
To dance 2 > trek 24 1590 ) 
oth 1 ; Pay aychile, 0 
or w, g ood Faith, * aan, | 
uh that the look'$ 1 a; 44] 
ant ghd wh: Fenn 
en gang your ways, „ 
But dance again to- by \ ay. = 1 v2 7 
0h | how ſhe, cc. ho - * "k 
S 0 * 28g. 
DY the Beer as brown as 107 | 
By the Cyder and che Perry, N 
ſhich ſo oft has made us nerr xx en 
With a hy down, ho down, derry, $5.49; | 
bucelinda's 1'1] remain; | 
we Blue will never ſtaint 
Maxelinda's 1'11,cengaing) n 
Ie Plve wall | r ſtain. = ? na af A a1 Y 
Þ7 the ali 755 5 7 fond, Wil 
ar * "i 1 * 
Ie Rye hy which lie tells the ran, 
Ty es 158 1 as well as I, = 
E made for Love, and why la he deny ? | 
Int ken ye, Ls confeſs o'er ſon. 
le think us a the wooing's done; 
ie Maiden that o'er The een her Pow Fer „ vfl 
le unripe Fruit will d and ſow” . 0 
ka when they hing oer aug upon the Tee, ff 
eee 2 may tine, apd ſae way "es 
eeked you, leatly xipe 2 1 
d have that” 'd Ao, 3 lapg h Var. 
[Ti dinna pu- me; gently thus 1 % 77 
Wh my Patie's Arms _ good anda + ed} 
| hn your Wiſhes to this frank REY ; 
OE! nae farther till * ve got the 9 


— — "» 
* + * 


(Is). 
O charming Armsfu* ! hence, ye Cares, awiy, 


Tu kifs my Treaſure a the live-lang Day; _ ;þ 

A' Night I'll dream my Kiſſes o'er again, 
Till that Day come that ye'll be a my ain. 35 
0 CHORUS. the 
Sun, gallop down the weſtlin Skies, | W 
Gang ſoon to Bed, and quickly rife ; | rr 
O laſh your Steeds, poſt Time away, | Ct 

And haſte about our Bridal Day: 

And if ,ye're weary'd, boneſt Light, Th 
Sleep gin ye like a Week that Night. | Wher 
| $ @ N 2387. N 
BV che gaily circling Glas n 
We can ſee how. Minutes paſs ; ＋ 


By the hollow Caſk are told 


How the waining Night grows old. 
Soon, too ſoon, the buſy Day  _ 
Drives us from our Sport and Play, 
What have we with Day to do? 
Sons of Care ! twas made for you. 8 
| $ 0: MK 0+ a88 7 
B Y the Mole on your Bubbies, ſo round and fo white 
By the Mole on your Neck, where my Arms would 
By whatever Mole elſe you have got out of Sight unit 
I beſeech thee to hear me, dear Molly! 
By the Kiſs juft a ftarting from off thy moiſt Lips, 
By the delicate up and down Jut of thy Hips, . 
By the Tip of thy Tongue, which all Tongues far out-tip 
IU : 
By the Down on your Boſhm, on which my Soul diet, 
By the Thing of at Things, which you Love as your Eye 
By the Thoughts you lie down with, and thoſe when ye 
I beſeech, . N 
By all the ſoft Pleaſure a Virgin can ſhare, 
By the critical Minute no Virgin can bear, ; 
By the Queſtion I burn for to aſk, but don't dare, Tv ir 
| I beleech thee to hear me, dear Molly ! 


RW 
so 


( 295) 
8 0 N CY 
BY the Side of a glimm ring Fire, 
Melinda fat penfively dom, 
tient of rural Eſquire :; 
ind vex'd to be abſent from 'Town': 
The Cricket from under the Grate, 
With a Chirp to. her Sighs did reply : : 
u the Kitten, as grave as a Cat, 
Sat mournfully purring hard by. 
Un! filly Maid that Jum, L 
Thus fadly complaining, the cry'd 3 _ 
When firſt I forſoole that dear Place, 
ere better by far 1 had dy'd : 
How gayly 1 paſs'd the Jong Day, 
ſa a Round of continu'd Delight 7 
lk, Viſits, Aſſemblies, and Play, 
And Quadrille to enliven the . 
uo fimple was T to believe 
| Delufive poetical Dreams, _ 
de flatt'ring Landfkips they give, 4 i= x 
of Groves, re ju and murm ring stem? 
Ink Mountains, and wild Rocks, 
kre the wretch'd Reſult of my Pain 
ne Swains greater Brytes than — 2. Flocks, * 
And the Nymphs as polite as the Swains, . 
Mut:though I have Skill to enſnare, 
Where Smarts in bright "Circles abound 1. 
A at St. James's at Prayers, 
beaus ogle devoutly around? 
ad Virgin, thy Bower is loſt. 
On a Race of rude Hottentot Brutes 3. 
Glory in being the Toaſt 5 
Gui dull Squires' in Boots. 
Wd thou, my 8 ſo . 
| My al that i is left of Relief, 
never I ſuffer, forbcar; . 
Indear to diſſuade me from Grief : 
in vain then, you' U ay, to repine | 
33 can't be reheſnd, 
ws ſo pungent as mine, [1:3 Jus 
Toke patient, alas! is a jeſt, 8 2 


P A nn OC OOO — * 
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(. 5%) 

If farther, to woch wy Biſtreſs, 

Thy tender Compaſſion is he,” 
Call Jenny to help to undrefs, 

And decently put me 1 Bed. Ry 
The laſt humble S6lace I watt, f 

Would Heaven indulge- me the Boon, 
Some Dream leſs unkind thin my Fate, 

In a Viſion tranſport me to Town, 
Clariſſa mean time weds 4 Beau, 

Who decks her in golden hs 


The fineſt at ev'ry fine 


And flaunts it at Park and reps 
Whilſt here we are left in the Lu 
Forgot and ſecluded from View, | 
Unleſs when ſome Bumpkin at Chutch, 
Stares wiltfully o'et the Pew, 
| 3 O0 N 6 390. 
RY the Side of a great Kitchen Fite, 
A Scullion ſo hungry was laid, 
A Pudding was all bis Benre, 
A Kettle fupported his Head: * 


The Hogs, that were fed by the Houſe, 


To his Sighs with # Orunt did reply 3 
And a Gutter," that cat'd not 4 Louſe, - 
Ran mournfiilly muddily- by. : 


But when it was ſet in a 


Thus fadly: eomplaining ery, | 
My Mouth it does water and wiſh 


I think it had better been 1 


The Butter around it» was ſptead, 


"Twas as great as a Prince in his . 


Oh! could I but eat it, he als, 


The Proof of the Pudding lies there, 
How fooliſh was I to believe -* 
It was made for ſo homely u Chun 958 
Or that it would have a Repriè ve, 
From the dainty fine Fblks of the Town! 


Could I think that # Pudding fo fine 


Could ever uneaten remove? 
We labour that others ny dine, 
And live in a Kitchen of | Loves 5 


mus 
= m5 
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(11995)! 
Fat though at the Fire I've wrought, _ 
Where Puddings do broil and do fry ? - 
Though Fart of it bither be brought, 
And none of it ever ſet by? 
v Collin ! thou muſt not be firſt! 
Thy Knife and thy Platter refign; . 
There's Marg ret will eat till ſhe — 
Aud her Turn is ſooner than thine. 
bod , my Com s ſo dear, 
Who heren to ſee me ſo pale, 
Whtever I ſuffer, forbear, 
Forbear at a Pudding to rail ; 
Though thro' all the Rooms I ſhall rove, 
u vain from my Fortune to 80, 4 
Ts its Fate to be often above, h 
u mine for to want it below, 
| while my hard Fate I ſuſtain, 
hour Breaſt any Pity be found, 
I Servants that early do dine, 
Came ſee how I lie on the Ground: 
ten hang up a Pan and a Pot, 
bt fr to fer how I dwell; = 
y, when you grieve at 55 
Poor Collin lov'd Pudding — well. 
n back to your Meat you ma 80, | 
Mhich you ſet in your Diſhes 0 prim, 
tre Sauce in the middle does flow, 
bt Flowers are freu d on the Brim; 
t Collin, forgotten and gone, 
ike Hedges ſhall diſmally rove, 
is when he ſees the round Moon, 
i nk n «Pudding above, "Tk 
N G 29 1. | | 
Ir the Toaſt K. Health, when full * 80 
b theam'rous Maſqu Beaus of the Town, _y 
.de der'd pert Fop, and the ruſtick dull | 
Ini now hear me, reg 9 


be Pink of the Mode, which the Fair ſo Ak 
ite Pride of the Sex, when their Smiles we implore; 
We Charms of your . and the Force of its. Pow! rg 
þ. ſthee, &c, S 3 By 
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Cd wont whe potting, + 
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; By the Poſy diſplay'd on your Ring, or your Garter, 1 


By your delicate Snuff - Box enamell'd much ſmarter, 


By the Je-ne-ſcay-quoy, when your Captivescry, Quanzr, 


I prithee, &c. 


h By the ſimpering Dimple your Smiling diſcovers, 


By the ogling Glance hen you taptivate Lovers, 


. By the coquetting Belles who cenſure all others, 


I prithee, ce. | 


By that Circle your Hoop, which ſuch Charms does intloſe, 


By your killing bright Eyes, and your aquiline Noſe, 

By the Death they commit, when a Spark you depoſe, 
I prithee, &c. . | 

By your Lips ſo àmbroſial, and Boſom fo fair, 


By your Parrots fine Prattle, which charms your fine 


_ 


1 prithee, &c, 
By your Lilly-white Hands, and Fingers ſo pretty, 
By your exquiſite Genius, faretious and witty, 
By all the gay Fancies defcrib'd in this Ditty, 

I prithee now hear me, deat Chloe. 

| oS O N G 292, 
AN I view a doating Aſs, © 8 
Cringing to a ſcornfu Laß, ns; | 


By the gen rous Sylphs who make you their Care, [Ear, 


And not burſt my Sides with ho, ha, ha! 


Or behold a haughty Fair 
Giving Senterite of * < 

Nor the Farce deride with ha, ha, ha! 
Tho” I flatter, ſigh und whine, _ 
When I hope to have her mine, 
Yet when Frolick makes her prance, 
I give Muſick to her Dante, 

And tune her Pride with ha, ha, ha! 


DE G 2 
A x hie be 1 Heng, "” 


u fe be n Bleffing, if Love were away ? 
h no! tho” bur Love ul Night keep vs waking, 


And cheugh he torments us with Cares all the Day, 
Vet de Wertens, he ſweetend dur Paim in the taking, 
Thirs's' Hour at the luſt, there's an Hour to reel 


4 


CY -. 
In „„ 
In every poſſefling the Fruit of our Pain, 
Poor Lovers forget long Ages of Angui, 
Whate'er they have ſuffer d and done to obtain, 

Ji a Pleaſure, a Pleafure to fich and to languiſn, 
Wben we hope, nag ny to be happy again, 


CMN Love be controul'd by advice 
Will Cupid our Mothers obey © 
Though my Heart were as frozen as Ice, * K 
At his Flame *twobld have melted away,  * 207 
When he kiſt me, ſo cloſely he preſt , 
"Twas ſo ſweet that I muſt have comply'd 4 
$ I thought it both ſafeſt and beſt t,, 
To marry for fear you ſhou'd chide. | 
: th S ON © 295. 
CAN then a Look create a Thought, 
Which Time can ne er remove?) 
Yes, fooliſh Heart, again thou'rt taught, 
Again thou bleed'ſt for Love. 
She ſees the Conqueſt of her Eyes, | 
Nor heals the Wound the gave 
She ſmiles, whene er his Bluſhes riſe ; 
; And, fighing, ſhuns her Slave. 
Then, Swain, be bold, and ftill adore her, 
| Still her flying Charms purſue ;- 
Love and-Intereft both implore_her, . 
Pleading Night and Day for you! 
s O N G a6. 
CARE away, gae thou ede e 
For I am no fit Match for the-, 
Thou bereaves me of my Witz, 
Wherefore I hate thy frantick Fits: 
Therefore I will Care no moi, 
Since that in Cares comes no reſtoir : 
But I will fing hey down a dees, 
W 1 doilt Care away frac me. 
Want, I care to get, 5 Ee 
The mir I have, the moir I fict ; 


f 
[a 
1 


The moir I have I think I'm poor: 
Thus Grief and Care my Mind oppreſs, 
Nor Wealth or Wae gives no redreſs ; 
Therefore I'll Care no moir in vain, 
©Since Care has coſt me meilcle Pain, 
Is not this World a ſliddry Ball? 
And thinks, Men ftrange to catch a fall ? 
Does not the Sea baith ebb and flow? 
And Fortune's but a painted Show. 
Why ſhou'd Men take Care or Grief, 
Since that by theſe comes no relief? 
Some Careful ſaw what Careleſs reap, 
And Waſters ware what Niggards ſcrape, 


Well then, ay learn to knaw thy ſelf, 2 
And Care not for this warldly Pelf: Tl 
Whether thy ſtate be great or ſmall, | Ar 

_ Give thanks to G o D whate'er befall, 

Sae fall thou than ay live at eaſe, A Tell 
No ſudden Grief ſhall thee diſpleaſe ; _ * 
Then mayſt thou fing, 3 a dee, y 
When thou haſt caſt all frae the. * 
. S O N C 297. ; | T} 
CAVLD be the Rebels caſt, - Wha 
Oppreſſors baſe and bloody, Sh 

I hope we'll ſee them at the laft Othe 
Strung a up in a Woody. PTY | A 
Bleſt be he of Worth and Senſe, 1 8 But 
And ever high his Station, _ TI 
That bravely ſtands in the Defence Wil 
Of Conſcience, King and Nation. Thr 
i SON G 298. ö AT 
CEASE, ceaſe of Cupid to complain, T 
Love, Love's a Joy ev'n'while a Pain: | dot 
Then think how great bis Bliſſes, 8 W 
Moving Glanees, balmy Kiffes, Yet 
Charming Raptyres, matchleſs Sweets; \ 


Love alone all Joy compleats, 


EASE culs'y 
0 Nor hade th 

Ob! ſpare your fon or him wh'e 6 

Ani kindly pity. bie who die. 

Your Damon I indeed believe 

Hal rey Vietoe Man cou'd dk, 
Yet "tis too much for you to grieve, a 
If even all the Sex were Joi. TELE 
Int Kings muſt leave their Crowns, 
The mighty Porn of earn 
It muſt be juſt that's done. on hi 


Then let thoſe Eyes, which glad x 
Give Pleaſutę to a dying: Slave. G89 16 


Sure Celia boafts a noble Miud, Wy N % A 
Denen ny 09 eg Lore J 


Tell we what hath your Mind decreed, | 


Aud do not thus requite-my PinI ! on my mm a 


Becauſe you mourn for Damon dead,. 
You make me mourn, like you la ai, 
I what I feel can never ſpeuldx 
The Love and all the Truth he, Uo, 


Vhat greater Torments for your de: 


Shou'd wretched Strephon undergs * 
Others a prettier Form may boaſt,” 

A handſome Face, or ſuch ike Pow'r, 

That never Swain can = you more. 
Will you not then f. 1 
Thrice happy Damon do ow, © 
A Truth (as our Divipes — aach 8 

Thoſe things on OD the living do. _ 
But other Joys employ your 98 ä 

We know not w 11 1s * Hear n above, 
Ta you, my Celia, know that bere_ 

We think our Heav n is only Love. 


* ; " ; 
And we on Earth ſhou 11 oy 


— — — — 2 =o w\/ owning ag r—on — paſs 
— ˙— ü rä — oy — 
— — cs. Y — * - = 


A Tekin, Celia danke ive Tam be N 

T to be what -Daman was, 

' But not that cold and Clay-like Maſs, 
For wou'd not all your kind Efteem = 
' "Of fach « dquifal hinges. hin) * 
Conſider well, thou lovely Maid! 


And all your Beautjes:ſhine no mote. 


Reflect, my Deareſt, if you grieve 
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hoſe Death you mouri to! fach” Excck 3 
\As bicm 506 low's," love only'we, = 


When Smiles were ſeated on his Brow, 
Which pale-ey'd Death has made him now. 
Fly from you at the ghaſtly Sighe | 

Wrapt in eternal fable Night? 


Now youthful Time is in your Pow'r ; 
For you yourſelf 'myff once be dead, 


Thoſe Eyes ſhall loſe their Blaze of Day, 
The Roſes in your Cheeks be pale; 


No Mufick on your Tongue ſhall ſta ß —© Or 
Nor from your Lips ſhall Sweets exhale. | : 
But all the Glories you can bonſt. ( 
The Tyrant Death ſhall- quite 'deftroy, 
And even thoſe who love you moſt eee? "I Wa 
Will hate you as their Bane to Jo. 3 No 
Come, come, my Celia, ceaſe to mourn; _ — 
Dry up thoſe Team, and ſpread your Charms 3 * 
As Damon never can return 
Take faithful Strephon to your Arms. 


For one who dy'd as Fortune will 'd, | 
Much more of Reaſon will you. have, 
For one whom your Unkindneſe kill'd. 
s O N G 300. 
E ASE, lovely Shepherd, ceaſe to mourn, 
C Nar longer — in thy Grief; 
Her Aſhes ſleep within their Urn; 


„„ bs 
5 4 


[ 203 3 ea eck Ene $6 | 
fo! Sin ws 66 Gat Fo forgo „ 
That all the Youths and — ud 4 
Laguiſh'd with Paſſion and rr vel $464, 
While he reign d Miftres;of the. Plans. „ f . T 
? ſweet ſhe was, as Morning Dew,” - Lad 4A; —. 
Dy det xs the C of -Nijht'y- BG: 44. 5 44 gall 
Shepherd, the breathes:no-tuore ür if et 
Bot riſes in the brighteſt Light. | vale Eater ba A 
Colin, then let thy throbbing 006-3 247 297 
For fprightly Celia glow-and un 

$ighs for thy Sighs ſhe will impart,” 
And gentle 25 8 * return ao: 


R 
248 E to perſuade, nor nor ſay you Fe a nh, 
0 When you've betray'd, 2 Meat e ſeverely, 
And fly what once you urſue ! - 
Rappy's the Fair who ne er ves you,. 
Who gives Deſpair, or . 
Or learns Inconſtaney from you. 

S O N G. 302. 


Wr 


(Ege, ye Rovers, ceaſe to range 


Pleaſure revels leaft in E = 
Wand'ring ſtill ſtill uneaſy, ſtill + fill _ | c 
Nought can fix yes, 1680 
Nought can pleaſe Re 

Vhilt true Love, Cheav'aly r 
Nerer dies, and never clogs | | 
S 0 18 303. 
C1431 your Muſick, 8 Swains: 
Saw you Delia croſs the Plains ? . 
Thicket, every Grore, 
tive I rang'd, to find my Loves - 
Ka, a Lamb, my Flock I give; 
Tel me only does the live pu 2... 
White her Skin, as Mountain Snow - 
In ber Cheeks the Roſes blow: 
And her Eye is brighter far, 
Than the Beamy Morning-flar. 
her ruddy Lip 3 view, 


m 4 em, mail with dew, 
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Paſſing o'er the fragrant : 2 
Wide her 22 GIS _ * 4647 
As the flow'ry Field ia H 


Low, her glos Treſtt twine, 114 Die et $11 
Like the Tendrels on-the Vine. 22 "oh a ll rad 4 
Like the Hind befreie Tun ,, 
Through he ley Lawn She boards: kd 
And with lightſome Font ſhe treads, n 
When the winding Danes Ge dds, 
Tell me, Shephendgg' have v Ly 
My Delight, my Uther Quieen > 5 


CE: paar gab Jeiegrane 
Both ay and young,, and & 


The ſweet Debghts 4 (as 7 8 Ap . 
Wedded Joys in Girls and Boe | 
And pretty Chat of this and that 1. 3 


The honey Kaſs, and Ce Blig, 
That crowns the 


He ſoatcht her Hang, r e and . 5 


And ſeemꝰ g as if afra afrai 
Forbear, ſhe cries, your — . 
I've vow'd to die a Maid. PM 


Celadon, at that began Fl 4 
Te t of Apes i BIA, e »: 


And what is worſe, the * cad | 


Of growing old and ſtale; 
Loſs of Bloom, when Waigkles' come, 
And Offers kind when none will . 


The rofie Joy, and ſparlaling Eye, 


Grown faded and de. * 3 


At which, when "known, the Chang's he Ton, | 


And to the Shepherd {az Fe 
Dear Swain, give o'er, think once more, 10 

Befcre I'll die a Maid, - $I 11d 5h 

5 1 son 
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8 Q.N,;G 35. 
11 Id ENA, of my Heart 
ſhall e' er bereaue you 3. 
If with your good leate I may. 
Quarrel with you once , 
1 will never leave yon. 
(lim, Paſſion's but an empty Name D 
Where reſpect is wanting: 
Damon, yon e your . 
Hang me Far 1nd arg ld 
If you muſt he ranting 
Dm, Love as dull ＋ muddy hy 
As decaying 19yors. : 
Anger eu it 115 - $A 
And refines hy 2 
Til it works the quicker. 
in, Love by Quarpels to beget 
Wiſely you, endeavour 5 
With a grave Nenn, 8 Vu, 
Who to cure 29 
Pat me in a Fever, | 
1 Anger rouzes Love 0 bah, k 
And his only Bait is 
'Tis the Spur to l 7008 
And is but an eager Bite, 
When Deſire at height is. 
n. If ſuch Drops of Heat can fall 
In our woping Weather 
If ſuch Drops of Heat can wha, 
We ſhall have the Devil and a 
When we come together, | 
EIN DA, by wh en Art 
(0: urefited Qharr Oh: 5 — ö 
u thine Ear and frozen 1H 
Ant my ballen arm ? He 
N C ben hidden Influence. aged 
w'rs in gnę combin'd 
M thou rob Love ce either 2 
N as well as Blind ? 


Eh (206) 
| Sore thou, as Friends, united Y 
Two diftant Deitiesz | ' 
And Scom within thine Heart haſt plac'd, 
And Love within thine Eyes. 
Or, thoſe ſoft Fetters of thy Hair, 
A bondage that diſdains 
All liberty, do guard thine Ear 
Free from all other Chains. 
Then my Complaint how canſt thou hear, 
Or I this Paſſion fly, Sig | 
Since thou impriſon'd haſt thine Ear, 
And not confin'd thine Eye ? 
| S O N G 307. 
CELIA, charming Celia, hear me, 
- Liften to a Lover's Vow, 
Smile, thou lovely Nymph, and cheer me, 
Let no Frown deform thy Brow, , 
Let no Frown deform thy Brow, 
Tell me, is't a Crime to love you, 
Whom the Gods have made fo fair? 
Let my Sighs and Prayers move you, | 
And reward a Love fincere, 
»Tis not, tis not wild Deſire, 
But the ſofteſt Pains of Love: 
Cheriſh then a noble Fite, 
And the generous Flame improve, 
Lovely Celia, I adore you, 
Kindly eaſe a Lover's Smart 
T ne'erlov'd a Maid before you, 
You alone poſſeſs my Heart. 
Think, my Dear, how frail is Beauty, 
Think how long your Charms can laſt; 
To employ them is your Duty, 
Time is ne er recall'd when paſt. 
, 8 O N G 308. ; 
| CELIA, my Heart has often rang d 
Like Bees o'er gaudy Flow'rs, | 
And many thouſand Loves has chang'd, 
Till it was fin d on yours | 
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Now, if from this great RU 1 err, 
New Beauties to adore, 
May I gain turn Wanderer, 
And never ſettle more. ; 
(CELTA has a thouſand Charms; 

'Tis Heav'n to lie within her Arms; 
While I ſtand gazing on her Face, | 
dme new and ſome reſiſtleſs Grace, 

Fils with freſh Magic all the Place, 
While I ftand gazing, &c 
Jt while the Nymph I thus adore, 

Inuſt my wretched Fate deplore z\ 
For, oh ! Myrtillo, have a Care, 
Her Sw is above Compare, 
ht then ſhe's falſe as well as fair. 
: Have a Care, Myrtillo, c. | 


S ON G 310. 
(ELTA, hence with Affectstion, 
Hence with all this careleſs Air 3 
Hypocriſy is out of Faſhion 
With the Witty and the Fair. 


1 not to knꝗãwmꝗw 
thy Intereſt and thy Duty, 
Thou to Love alone do'ſt 3 4 
Mak the tuneful feather d Kind, 

At the coming of the-Spring ;. 
All in happy Pairs ark join'd, 

And becauſe they love, mo fing, 
: | - 


( 508 ) | 


Beauty's like the Mifer's 
What are Riches withobt Pleaſure ? 
Endleſs Pains the Miſer taxes 
To encreafe his Heaps of Money 
Lab'ring Bees his Pattern makes; 
Vet he fears to tafte his Honey. 
Views, with aching Eyes, his Store, 
Trembling, left he chance to loſe it, 
Pining ſtill for want of more. 


Tho? the Wretch wants Pow'r to uſe i. 


Celia thus, with endleſs Ar, by 
Spends her Days, her 
Lab' ring ſtill to conquer Hearts, 


Vet nei er taſtes the Sweets of Loving; . 
views with Pride, her Shape, her Fate, 
r 1 


Fancying till ſhe's undẽ wenty : | 
Age brings Wrinkles on a? pace, 


While ſhe ſtarves with all her Plenty. 


Soon or late they both will And, 


Time their Idol from them ſever z - 


He muſt leave his Gold behind, 
Lock'd within his Grave fot ever. 
Celia's Fate will ſtill be worſe, _ _ 


When her fading Charms deceive her; ; 


Vain Defire will be her Curſe, . 


When no Mortal will relieve ket, . 


| Celia, hoard thy Charms no .more, 


Beauty's like the Miſer's Treafyre i ſk 


Taſte a little of thy Store; | 
What is Beauty without Pleaſure ? 


5 * 
vo 


s O N G 316. 


CELIA, in whoſe attrattive Smile 


Love undiſſembled ſhines, . 


Whoſe gen rous Breaſt no ſhadowy Guile 


E'er knew, nor mean Deſigns : 
„ "+694 b 


IS $7 


”, 


j 


s G N 0 3. 

E LT A, hoard thy Chatms yo more; 
reaſure, 

Still the vain Poſſeſſor's poor: © + 


arms improving, 


taper Waiſt with juſter Grace, 
No Ribs of Whale can bind; 
No Art pollutes thy blooming Face, 
No Vice thy ſpotleſs Mind, 
What tho' ſwift Time will bring the Hour, 
(How vain is Beauty's Boaſt !) ET 

When that fair Frame, ſweet ſhort-liv'd Flow 'r, 

! Shall fink to Parent Duſt | | 

Vit, Candour, Wiſdom, Courage, Truth, 

The Charms thy Soul improve, ' 

Shall flouriſh in immortal Youth, 

The Sun ſhall headlong leave the Skies, 

Shorn of his golden Ray's 
Thou, Celia, from the Duſt ſhalt riſe, 
And ſhine in endleſs Day, 
L341 ay a nes Eobdia 
ELI A! my „ no me, 
( But baften to bleſs me, 
And fly to my Arms, 
O could I charm you! 
How I would warm you ! 

How I would revel and ſport in your Arms! 
— one is near, Fake | EY 
Why,ſhould we fear? 

Why ſhould we then theſe Moments delay 
If I've offended, 

I ne'er intended; | 

II beg your Pardon another Day. 

, .$O N GC 34. 
tee nod Joey 
; 0 ungentie Ke, 

dle d the Fetter of that Chain 

H vic I ſtrove ſo long in vain : 

May I be ſighted if Ie er 

A cxught again within your Snare, 

an cught, ac. T 3 


—— 
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And go away as — 4 mov*d 


By Fancies form'd delude our Eyes; 1 


- (kw) 


* TM 


| "9 fly.: 


In vain you ſpread your teach bus s Fe, 
In vain your wily Snares are 
The Bird can now Your 
And, arm'd with Caution, from 
Some heedleſs Swain your Prey may be; 
But faith you'te too. well Known to me, 
But faith, &c. 

I with Contempt can now deſpiſe 
The treach' rous Follies of your Eyes, 
And with Contempt can fit and bear 


You prattie Nonſenſe half a Year, 


As yon was lately \ 
As you was, &c. 


I wonder what the Plague ft wis 


when. I 10v'd, 


Made me ſuch a ſtupid Aſs, 


To fancy ſuch a noble Grace 
In your Language, Mien and Face, 
Where now I nothing More eah find 
Than what I ſee in all your Nn | 


Tban what, &c. 


T Thus when the Yfouly-Gid of sleep, 
. Upon our wearied Fancies cretp, 


dx, + 


Some headleſs Piece of Image rife, 


But ſoon as e'er the God of Day 


Appears, they faint and die Wwy; ' 
| | Appears, &c, 8 Ps 


0 o 5. 


1 


ELI A now is all my Song, 


And all the Language of my POT 1 


Of every waking Thoughr the Theme, 2, 


And Viſion too of every Deen yy 


When her I fing, m 
And talking of her 1 
Only to think on her, I'd wi 
And ſlumber only for the Viben⸗ 8 e. 
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yſelf 1 


m at 


8 * 


Us 


ſe: 


iſh to . 


= 


. 


— 


bone 


| S8 O N GC 316. 
7L1 A's Smiles will quite undo me. 


Yet her Frowns I cannot bear, 


me in every Shape purſues me; 
Why was Celia made fo fair ! 
ſhy, ye Powers, did ye beſtow, 
z much Beauty here below? 
y ſo many Charms on one, 
1 to be 8 by none? 


O N 8 317% 
ELIA, * J once was bleſt, 
Is now the Torment of my Bead, 9 


re to curſe me, you bereave me 


(f the Pleaſure I poſſeſt: 
(ne! Creature, to deceive, me, | 
fuk to love, and then to leave me! 


bd you the Bliſs refus'd to grant, 


| then had never known the Wait” 


it poſſeſſing once the Bleſſing, 
k the Cauſe of my Complaint, 

hoe poſſeſſing is but taſting, - | 
1s no Blifs that is not laſting, | 


(iz now is mine no more, | 
but I am her's, and' mut adbte. 
It to leave her, will endeavour, 
Charms that captiv'd me before; 
3 can diſſererr, 
ne that's true 3 5 for ever, $ Gf 
N G "ab. 
[ELIA the cb 8 e : 
My Fancy's Darling, | 
U Hopes diſarming, 
Croſſes the Main; 
ee we muſt ſever, - * 
Iaevel for ever, 
Thu greateſt Pleaſorez 
Thou greateſt Pain. 


— — 
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| | ( 212) 
E'er ſhall again z: 
On this relying, . > 
Tho? you are flying, 
Yet when I'm dying 
I'll figh your Name, 


| Youth and Defire 
Will fan the Fire, 


And make me aſpire 


To all your Gain. | . 


Ge then and leave me, 
*Ere you deceive me, 
Death muſt relieve me, 
And eaſe my Pain. 
ELIND wi N © aro. 
LI A not, by diſdaining, 
C To vanquiſh my Defire, N | 
By telling me I ſigh in Vain, 
And feed a hopeleſs Fire ; 3 
Deſpair it ſelf too weak does prove 
Your Beauty to diſarm, 
By Fate I was ordain'd to Love, | 
As you were born to 3 
S ON 320. 
CELIA, thou faireſt of * Fair, 
Thoſe Eyes ſuch pointed Arrows bear, 
To dart Defiance round : 
Thus to go arm'd in you is vain, 
Whoſe very Frown, or cold Diſdain, 
Can kill without a Wound, 
Then be not, Celia, thus diſgrac'd, 
Let Swords on fitter Limbs be placid; 
From, ſuch rough Acts deſiſt: 
Unarmed you can conquer more, 
Nor can great Mars, with all his Pow t. 
Your naked Force reſiſt. 
8 0 N G 321. 
e ELIA, too late you wou'd repent 5 
The offering all your ftore 
Is, now, but like a Pardon ſent 
To one that's dead before, 
| 2 


(213) 
While at the firſt you Ervel ptov'd, 
And grant the too late? 
You kid's tte — 1 1% u, 
To give me one I hate. 
I thought you innocent, # fair, 
When firſt my Edurt I made; 
But when your Falſhoods plain appear, 
My Love ne longer ſtay'd; . 
Your Bounty of tHEſe favours ſhowh, * 
Whoſe Worth you firſt deface, | 
k melting valued Medals down, 
And giving us the Braſs, : 
0h, fince the thing we beg 32 W 1 
That s priz'd by Love alone, g 
Why cannot Women grant the Joy, ' 
Bcfore the Love is gone th 
| O N 322. 5 
CELIA, wi .. hears : 
WE y ſoft Complaints of Love ; 244 
Mingles her Wiſhes, Si cars | 
| And voweher Heart 707 ANT 
But, when to the Bleft N pres, | 
The willing Maid 8 8 F 
And, tho a Paſſion Sela, 
Yet her lov'd Martyr - dies. 
Duty forbids my tepder Suit, 
When e'er ſhe bids me live 1 
That guardiari Fame defends the pn, 
| The nodding Bow wou'd gi ;: 
Ah! ugh Lan an am tous Prayer 
Attone her Fate and mine, 
We'd both enjoy; but to my Shate 
Fall all the Load of Sin. 3 


S. 20. N. G 
kae, * Larinda, ceaſe admiring, 
Why Crowds and Noiſe 1 Aopprove 3 A 
Wbate'er I ſee abroad is tirings F 1 
0 et s to ſome Cel reeove Ns 


*f 


323. * * 


«oa 


And ſtill the happy Taſte 5 


Raiſe our Love and Friendſhip I | 


And thus the ſacred Flames renewing, 


In Extafies.of Bliſs expire. 
S O N G 324. 
| Damon. 
Cate, fair Califtris, ceaſe diſdaining ; 
© Tis Time to leave that uſeleſs Art; 


| Your Shepherd's weary of complaining ; 


Be kind, or he Il reſunie his Heart, 
CALIsTRIS. 
Damon, be gone; I hate complying z | 
Go Court ſome fond, believing Maid: 
I tak more Pleaſure in denying, 
Than in the Conqueſts I have made. 


Damon. * {8 


muſt have? 
.—— not _= - HY ſo inviting, 
I wou'd no longer be your Slave. 
CALISTRIS, 
Damon, be gone, I hate complying 3 
Your Heart's not worth the having ; 
Were there ten thouſand Shepherds dying, 
Not one _— 1 — . I 


C EASE to 22 the 1. b; 
Let not her vain deluding Air 
One Thought of thine engage; 


Leave her to ſtale Virginity, 
Let Pride in Vouth her Torment be, 


And En in old ets = ES: 
he _ NG 8 


2 ECILIA, be We with artful Note 

You charm the attentive Ear; 
And warblę from your tuneful Throat 
What Sexaphims might hear; 


e. 


| Why, « abel el Nyingb, Bey why ſo ighting? 


( 21s ) 
Gul in Raptures feels the Sang, 
| Mut res opon the Sound . & 1 
S Syrens draw the lift ning Throng, 7 
And pleaſe them while they wound. 
| SON G 327. 
C Hebmte this Feſtival, | 
"Tis ſacred, bid the Trompets ceaſe 3 = 
Kindly treat Maria's Day, 
And your Homage *twill repay 3 
Bequeathing Bleſſings on our Iſle, 
The tedious Minutes to beguile : 
Till Conqneſt to: Maria's Arms reſtore _ 
Peace and her Heroe, to depart no more. 
| S O N G 328. 
C Eleftial Muſes, tune your Lyres, 
* Grace all my Raptures with Your Lays ; 
Charming, enchanting Kate inſpires, 
In lofty Sounds her Beauties praiſes 
How undeſigning 8 Ns 
Such Scenes as raviſh wi Delight ; : — 
Though brighter than Meridian Rays, * 
| They dazle not, but pleaſe the Sight, 
Blind God, give this, this only Dart, 
I neither can nor will her hamm 
I would but gently touch her Heart, 
And try, for once, if that can charm. 

Co, Venus, uſe your fav'rite Wile, 12 oe 
As the is beavteous make her kind; dd 
Let all your Graces round her ſmile, E. mY 
And ſooth her till I Comfort find. 
When thus by yielding I'm o'er-paid, 
And all my anxious Cares remoy d; 

iu moving Notes I Il tell the Maid, *a., 
With what pure, laſting Flames I * 5 
1 ſhall alternate Life and Death we 
raviſh'd, flutt ring Soul poſſeſs; - * ; 
Wie may: 12 3 
ench am rous fond TOY 
, RT 


30 * 6: 229. . 
C eee | 
_ I aſk'd Apollp's: Huh $05 ores 
That I might ſing · in Numbers , 
The, harmonious, heavenly Maid, 2 
Unleſs, faid he, ſhe form the Sang. | 
N RE os 
The Senſe, the Muſic of her apgae, pn 
Muſt undeſcrib d remain. * e 
:-— N. 0 330. 
C Harmer, hear your faithful Lover 
Nor diſdain to admit hie Flame ; 
Ceaſe to ſlight, your Scorn give over, 


_— ever I'l} remajg, 8 

Charms ſurround thoſe lovely Festus n i Stepho 

| Tender Pity grant your Slave: 2 1 31 

Turn, 1412 0 5 

Haſte, and heal the Wonnds you gave. - 

8 s OX 0 331. 
Chamer, now eiſe me Xo 
Leave me not pining ber Ny he w; | 

How could yeu wound me ſo, 

And now wou'd fedin' mn -@ 3. P 

Phillis, take care of what you hav dos. 

Shou'd you now: leave me © . 

Sigbing here, firiving to Tomguer Din ; 

No ſooner you. fly? me, wer 

More Sorrowsithi ry ney „5 
| Your Abſence, * TR: augments my Pain. 

N 8 1 

W Chlos, Took with Pity: 

On your faithful by Dy sen; it 
Hear, oh! oleful Ditty, - rec: al 
1 gates fPain. KEW EN 

ind you Muſick j in * 

. you ſee him in Pile * 

iſhing, trembling, panting; al | 
x I vw $147 490 


0 PAPeo, 


; Strepbon 


(27) 

trephon mov d by lawlefr Paſſion 

For no Favours rudely ſues; 

all his Flame is out of Fithion, 
Ancient Honour for him wooes,, 

Love for Love s the Swain's Ambition; 
But if that is deem'd too great, 

pity, pity his Condition, 
Ag leaft, you do not hate. 

thou'd you, fonder of a Rover, 
practis'd in che Art of Guile, 

Sight ſo true and kind a Lover, _. 
Chloe, might not Strephon fmile.? 

Ys, well pleas d at thy undoing, 
Vulgar Lovers might vupbraid ; 

Sephon, conſcious of thy Ruin, 

Soon would be a filent Shade. 75 95 

S O N ©. 338. 

(Harming fair Amoret, that dear Undoer, 
Altho' the flies:me, yet fill P11 purſue her; 

I ying like Coaſtanoyibecomes a Lover, 


linyrs their dyi 
u ſoon forget t 


Can I but touch h .Heart with Inclination; 
lia my raging Smet ſhe d take Compaſſion, 


d with a gentle 8 
thing ſo bleſt as Ne'er , 
d in her Arms Nd lie faint and cexpiting, 
1 yet ſtill deficing, 
„ 8 GN N 33%. 
flaming Flavia, caſt your Eyes 
On the Slave that*s at your Feet; 
t be panting, trembling lies, 
And dare not riſe till you think fit. 
nther, Flavia, let him lie; 

he, ambitious Slave, is dead, 
* vill his happy State envy, 
and wiſh they in his Place had laid. 
ſaſince to die at.Flavia's Feet, 

thus from Monarchs Envy move 
Mit the Youth, whom the doth meet 
Mill the Eeſtaſies of Love! U 


r he ſhould reap the Joy, much muſt he iſuffer ; 
Flames court 28 4 Diefſing, _ 


Pain, once Heav'n. poſſeſſing. 


Ob! 
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© 218 ) 
Oh! were the mighty, Bi but mine, 


|, Immortal Jove would 
Midſt Heay'nly Joys . — * 


RI eros far mare bleft than be. 
N & 335. 


| CHarming is your Shape- and Air, 


And your Face as Morning fair ; 
Coral Lips, and Neck of Snow, f 
Checks where op'ning Roſes blow; 
When you ſpeak, or ſmile, or move,. 
All is Rapture, fy is Love: ! 0 


But thoſe Eyes, alas! I hate 


Eyes, that, heedleſs of my e, 1 
Shine with undiſcerning Nat, | 
On the Fopling idly gaze ; = oat 
Watch the Glances of the 'vain, 


| Meeting mine with cold Diſdzin, | 


Cube Phill, — as Lilies, 
But her Will is to diſdain; | 
This fair Cresture's beauteous Features 
Give me Pleaſure mix d with Pain. 
Lips like Cherries; black as Berries 
Are the Eyes of Phillis fair; 
Slender waiſted, 'Snow-white-breafted,. 
None with Phillis can compare. 
Breath like Poſies June diſpoſes, 
Sweet as Roſes fragrant Smell; 
Briſk and airy, like 'a Fairy, _ 
Charms that Nature doth excel, | 


© Ever pleaſing, never teazing, 


Yet ſhe's freezing cold as 8 2 
To her Lover, who to move herzü diiw 


Melting Language does beſtoign tut fd 
Send an Arrow, pierce her thorough, 
Oh! kind Cupid, ſee my Grief: 
Make her kinder, let me find her 
Warm'd with Love to find Relief. 


We I 
Jewel, be not cruel, 


Quench my Fuel, ſee me burn | 

& me languiſh, eaſe my al. — 2 
Turn, oh! lovely Charmer, tort. 

Grant your Favour, and I ever 5 
Will endeavour to ad ore: 

Ill careſs thee, and will bleſs _—_ 
With true Love for evermore. 


5 ON G jr. 


(Linda does at Fifty Sir 
To youthful Charms lay claim, OE 
Wa. liſpe, plays Monkey Trl. 
At ev'ry Heart takes Aim. 
Aukardly gay, the Comet . : 
And roll her dying F us. 7 
Ames Variety of Shapes; 
Yet makes, alas! no Prize, | 
Teelve diff rent Airs one Hour will long 
Our ſtubborn Hearts t ae 3 
kt all theſe Arts will nevet do 
To blind us to her Age. 
Jin ſhe'd avoid the heavy 8 
Laid on the ancient Belle, 
it a8 ſhe has no heavy Purſe, 
She muſt lead Apes in Hell. P's. 
$- 19 5 N 8 2 
bay So . her — 
d for ing 
depenting her Scorn of a Swain, — 
det penfive, and folding her Arma: 
Her Lute, and her ſhining Attire, 
Neglefted, were laid at her Sale. - 
mie pining . -opeleſs-Defire, 
The Damicz tl. mournfully ** $. 
*! could the paſt Hours but return, 
—.— 1 2 in — 
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(220) 
But far from the Plain he is gane, | 
Enjoys the ſweet Smiles of a Fair, 
Whoſe Kindneſs the Shepherd, has won, 
And Clarinda no more is his: Care... 


| How oft at theſe Feet has he laim, 


Bewailing his ſorrowful Fate! 
But all his Complaints were in Min, 
I fooliſhly doated on State. 


| I long'd to be gz d on in Town, 


To ſparkle in golden Array; 5 
By my Dreſs and my Charms to be known, 
In the Park, and at ev'ry new Play, 


I thought without Grandeur and Fame, 


That Marriage no Bleſſing could prove: 
Some wealthy young Heir was my Aim ; 

And I ſighted poor Angelot's Love. 
Such Madneſs beſotted my Mind, 

I receiv*d all his Sighs with Diſdain 5 2 
I regarded his Vows but as Wind, * 
And ſcornſolly ſmil'd at iis Pain, 


How happy my Fortune had been, 


Could my Reafon- have conguet'd my Pride? 
In Bliſs I had rivall'd a Queen,, 

Had I been my dear Angelot's. Bride: 
With him more Content I had. found, 

Than Grandeur and Fame can Fopply 3 ; 
For his Fondneſs my Wiſhes had crown'd, 

With a Paſſion that never would die. | 


| I had feaſted with; innotent 


On the Pleaſures of Kinda ab Reo; 


While the Fears which-thie Geeat-ones * N 


Had neꝰ er interrupted m Peage.. 

But ah! that glad Proſpost 3 
His Love I can never π⁹̃ ue; 

And the Loſs I ſhall ever herman, | 
Till Death ſhall relieve — Pain, 


Thus wail'd the fac Mympl-aliin: Tears.” 


When the Swain to the Green did a 


In his Hand his new Conſort . 
Wich a Train gaily z Join d ina Dance. 


Impadent, 


[ts fix'd till Death on you. | ö 
Iſo my Life will fave L 
Receive me in your Aims 5 
r fink me in my Grave 


kt when I'm dead and gone, 89 Þ 
Let this then be your, ae Soles 


Forgou 1 lr l amd, . wy 
S ON O 340. 


2 — 
the Glory, you can boaſt, alone... 
To fix my wandring Heart. e: 
li beuteous Sex, with various Gree, | 
My Paſſions oft have mov d; 28 
now a Shape, and then « Face, 
u Fancy led, I loyd. ; 


bi the rut Be expo re 
Lich Sweet that Nature yields z 
„ 44 | 
And ranges all the Fields, 


VU 15 


it on my Tomb,. 3 
1 . mw P ws 


(HLOE! yr ron Oar Tg Ke” 
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; My Eyes mw - ſecret enz 


1 350 


* — 


My conſtant Sighs diſcover, . 
Tho” in deep Silente T remain, 
That I am, Chloe's Lover. 


| Filme I paſs the Hours away, 


When baniſh'd from your Shit; 
J languiſh all the live- long Day, 
And all the wakeful Night, 


Tell me, ye learn'd, who ftudy much 
The Nature of Mankind 


Why, if I think, or look, or touch, 


If ſhe be coy or kind | 
1 feel 2 Boſom ſtrangely move, _ 
nick Throbbings ſeize my Breaft* 


All that 1 know is, that I love; 


nin reſt, Ck 5 | 
Cntes, 3 | 


The vaineft, fickleſt Thing alive, | 


Behold the firange Effects of Tine! 
Marries, and doate gt Farty Five. 
So Weather- ce, that fot a white 
Have ver d about with every Ba, 
Grown old, and deſtitute ef Oil, 
| Ruſt to a Point, and fix at all. 


„ „ 0 . oy 
CHLOE briſk and goy ape, _ 


On Purpoſe tb Invite: 


SITES 


Yet, when I el Tat 
Denies her ſole Pelbt. 
Whilt Celia, fi | 


To-all ber Favours grants z 
And ſecretly receives the Joy, * 


Which others think: ſhe Wants. N | 
F wou'd, but fear I never was, 


| With either Eair agree; 
Fer Celia will be kind to ali, | 
But Chloe won't to me. 5 


ering thy and . ; 1 | 


SON 


2 


Saul. 


SS 282 


CH 


(1223) 
SON 6G % 
5 bluſh'd, and froun' d, and fore,” 
And puſh'd awe redelyy from her: 
[ call'd her faithleſs jilting Were, | 
To talk to me of Hondun. 
But when I roſe, — 
She cry d, my ither go. ye.? 
Young Damon, ſtay ; 3 now 2 
Do, do, do what you will, 
Do what you will with Chloe: 
Do what you will, what r will, 
What you will with Chlos 9 
Do what you will, what * vin, 
What you will with-Chloe..., 
S O N 6 344. 


CHLOE, be kind, no. mere: ED | 4; 
Slight not my Love at ſuch a rate; 


hou'd 1 your Scorn return, *twou'd vex ye, 
Love much abus d will turn to Hate. 

ow can you, lovely charming Creature, 
Put on the. Look of cold Diſdain? | 


Women were firſt deſign'd by Nature, 
To give a Pleaſure, not 'a Pain. 
Kindneſs creates a Flame that's laffing, 
When other Charms are fled away ; _ 
Think on the Time we now are waſting, 


Throw off thoſe Frowns, and Loe cher. 


S O N G 345. : 
CHLOE found Lore for his Piyche in Teen 170 
She play d with bis Dart, and ſmil'd at tus Fears 
Til hd at length the Poilon it keeps, | | 
Copid he ſmiles, and Chlce ſhe weeps :.., © 
Till feeling at length the Poiſon it 12 
Cipid he ſmiles, and Chloe the ſhe weeps, » 
cui be ſmiles, and Chlbe the weeps, 
s 0 N-W ad. 
CHLOE is handſome, briſk, and gay, 
And gets new leren ev'ry Doy ; | 


* 


( 224 ) 
For in her Eye doth dwell * 
A ſecret and a pow'rful Charm. 
That wou' d 8 coldeſt Hermit warm, | 
And draw him from his Cell. 
When firſt I faw her, I beliey'd 
An Angel's Form my Sight deeciv'd, 
So graceful was her Mien 
And ſurely Angels cannot be 8 
More bright than is this lovely She, 
Who is of Beauty Queen, 
How happy will the Youth be then, 
Who does with matchleſs Truth obtain 
3 of het TRL POET ee 
o meet with ſuch a "rful Cure, | 
The worſt of Torments 10 ere; 7 
| And laugh'at ell the Smart,” f 
SONG 347. 
HL OE, my fair Deſpiſer, 
C Take Wann. wn he ie, 
Nor more refuſe me:, 
If I ſhould change my, Mind, .. 
BY HO — ED 
That Pity may e kind, eee 
1 You might loſe me. 
Too long to light a Lover's | Pains, a 
Shews but the Folly of the Mi'; 2h 
Tis difficult to hold Love's Reins, | = 
| When thoſe that hold them are unkind : 
The prudent Fair, (as there are ſuch) © 
at Imile, and kindly play the Rem, 
Wer ald-thok: Hands, nor give too * 
er all the World a Conqueſt gain. 
—_ my Fair, and take the Prize, 
My Heart is yet your icht, 
Love waits Orders from thoſe Eyes, 
n 5 


R 


0 22 by 
8 0 N G 
CHL O E, ſure the Gods above 
For our Joys did yon , 
Gnceful as the Queen of L, 
Wanton as the billing Doye, + 
Fragrant as the blowing Roſe; + | 
2 and Beauty both we find. 
ving which ſhall arm y 2 
path, „ Chloe, thus you- bind; 
Had not Nature made vou 
We, alas! were doubly loſt. — 
SON 4 
HLOE, when f view ther | 
Joys celeſtial round me move, * ws 
Plalng Viſions, Care beguiling, 
Guard my State, and — Love, 
To behold thee gaily 
i Pleaſure paſt defining, 
Ey'ty Feature charms my he 9 
ſt, O Heav'ns,! when Em — 


ling Raptures, never 
Fill my Soul with fft 1 Delight. 
hh! thou lovely deareſt Deatuset 
dweet Enſlaver of my Heart; 
bauteous Maſter- piece of Nature, 
Cauſe of all my Joy and e 
thy Arms enfolded! lay 
Jo diſſolving Bliſt convey mer e e 
| Softly ſoot h my Soul to reſt; 
geh, kindly, oh wy Treaſare - 
ee me, let me die with * "rn; 
On thy panting ſnowy Breaſt. 
SON G c 
"HLOE's x Goddeſs in the 8 
A Naiad in the Streams: 5. - 
Angel in the Church ſhe moves; 
A Woman in my Dreams. 
Me fleals Artill'ry from her Hye, 
Graces point her Charme; 
deus is 8 rival'd i in her Voice, 
in her Arms. 
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tt 226 ) 
| Never fo happily i 1 3 

. Did Heav'n and Earth * Mn 
And yet "tis Fleſh and Blood alone 

Makes her. this Thing divine.  ' 


£+< 7 * : " 


he looks like other mortal 

Till T unlace her Boddice ; © 
But when with Fire ſhe aber Flames, 

The Wench turns up a Goddeſs. 


S O N G 357. 


| CHLOE «the Wondet of her Sex, 
*Tis well her Heart is tender; 
How might ſuch kilkog Eyes 
With Virtue to defend ber! 


But Nature graciouſly inclin'd,.... +. | Pe 


Not bent to vex but : 
Has to her boundleſs Bautz 8. 1 
A boundleſs ne 5 | 1 
| CQHLOE proves proves falls, bat Kl — s | Tod 
Nature like My —_— has OP | And 
Subject to change, 
Der each Heart ſhe will _ * 
Ever diſarming, 111 2 . 

Never diſmay c. By Thy 
Baniſh my . —_— I 
Love ne er was made to A e a Fam 

Dove i 15a Bubble, 5 A 

That gives Mankind. Troable 5 2 Find 

Reflecting Extaſy 5  M 

Drops with the Stila, -- For | 

Airy and vas. A 
Sure Venus gave 3 et, 
And gave the Boy but one Arrow you fy; Cc 

Haſte to thy Mother, | But 1 

And beg for another z W 

Chloe, the Mak mit be, Tor 1 


Make her to pity me, 
„„ 15" 


SONG 


KETDE 
S ON 8 1 

cio why fo Jong denying ?. > 

Why ſo long your Lover fying 
Think in Time, and eaſe my Pain, 
Fer you kill me with Diſdain. YE 

View yonder blooming bluſhing, oſe 
How it does all thy Charms: diſcloſe; © 
But ſee! how ſoon tis wither'd 5. grown... 
And all at once its Beauties flown, 

How fragrant it appear d. before 3 ; 
But now alas ! its Charms are o'er 7 
Fair Maid, let this a Warning prove, : 
And, while *tis Time, reward my Love, 

Take heed, fair Bloſſom, and car high 5 
Fer fleeting Time your Charms impair * 
For all the Beauties of thy Face,. N Eats 
Tho“ now ſo gay, in Time, Ab as 
The Darts within your radiant Eyes, F 55 
That now can make each Heart a Prize, 
Too ſoon, alas ! will fruitleſs prove, 
And have no Force to kindle Love. 


Ss O N O 354. © 
CHLORIS farewell I now muſt go 3 
For if with thee 1 longer ſtay, 
Thy Eyes prevail upon me fo, . 
I ſhall prove blind, and loſe my Way. 
Fame of thy Beauty, and thy Youth, 
| Among the reſt me hither brought ; _ 
Finding this Fame fall ſhort of Truth, - 
p Made me ftay longer than I thought, 
For I'm engag d by Word «nd Oath, 
A Servant to antther's Will ; 
et, for thy Love, I'd forfeit both, 
Could I be ſure to keep it ſtill. 
but what Aſſurance can I take? 
When thou, foreknowiog this Abuſe, 
Fr ſome more worthy Lone foie, 
I e 
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For thou may'@t fay,- 'rwas not thy Fault, 
' That thou didſt thus . 
Being by my Example weght 
Io break thy Oatb, 6 wen thy Lore. 
M hip 

ra y wk 

That Strangers ſhall at Danes burg; 
And ſhe diſtruſt me reprobate. 


— 


SONG 255. 
CHLORIS, I cannot Tay your Eyes 
Did my unwary Heart ſurprize, pc 
Nor will I ſwear it was your Face, ; 
Your Shape, or any nameleſs Grace 3. 
For you are ſo entirel 
To a Part e. 
No drowning Man 0 
Of Water his laſt Breath did Nop 3 
So when the Stam in Heav*n'a ——_—_ 
A ll, | 
t we no one's Bounty 
But the united Work of all. 
. 4 
Deſerves them Xx oa 
But I love all, ns bat 
And nothing elſe can 1 
Cupid that Lover 
Who can expreſs what We 


O * 66. 


HLORIS, in native Bogle bright, 
5 C The Violet of Beauty-ſprings.; | 


* 
Y : * 


Fair Charmer of our Eyes 
. Cecilia ſure has Heav 's folookz 
She brings ſoft Mufick from the hers, 
And bears an Angel in Her - 


 CHLORIS, A. . 
1 1 3 * 
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0 Werte 1511 
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lays. ,... 99 42d v4. - E nl 
AMD; 19 64: oft of 4 | 
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Dares ' © © FJ 15314 Saw & 
Ka Firn one to fay A © a 565 | 
One Wer ET 1. 


1 by _ LT | 
— e mf * ' 


that I ever heard him fa inan i e 
as Chloris; Chloris, WA — 11 
Upon thoſe Banks you l 51 21 
Kr ever fince bins 9 WH of 


And whiſper'd there ſueh Hoke Woe, 
kn te pow > 11+. 
O Chloris 1 Chloris come. my, & Mt ot 16] 
And hear Amyntor's Wella d. 
ron" 
HLORI you 1 
0 pn dt neg 4 
That, like a Spirit, with this Sl! 
| Of my own teaching [am:caught, 5 
That Eagle's Fage and mine ute e m/ri 
Which, 6m the Shaft that mad Kim die, N 
Ipy'd a Feather of his on, ö 
Wherewith he N 
PR — | e 
Net for Reflection of his Face, | a .4 


8. 


„ 


bat of his Voice, the Boy had bend. K Lad 
$ S 036-0: 959. ' . lk, © 
IARA, charming without Art | N 
The Wonder of the Plain, 4 
Manded by Love's reſiſtleſe Dart, 
F * 
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$ 20 # 27 
La 2 regardleſs 8 ("93 Pod IG 2s a5 

2 ot beg e el ; 2 e 
12 Dan e mn enn e u. 
Her Truth 450 a! 
a While thus es A 5 
3 By her Folly betiay's, NUR | 
2 0 is Reſt of the Vin 
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And all the reſt i c © ©» dd eee 
But if you love . 3000 2 Anne 
I You? re certaliMiyFuks F-- Faun 20 : 
Deſpair will inſult in mite B+ 805 
f The Nature -U Men 11 TI ot itn "IE 6 # avs 
| Is to ſlight wor 2th 4 och 9 
40 love thoſe jd pe m the bes 
Vet let the Conquer ,, 
n 1© 4. 4⁴ N i 


| Fl Tc: me ' 2 1 in 50 
1 F'Y 
One balf ſo true, © | means. 2692! $54 
When I am Diapandgone? 5 7 
But as ſne re 21404! 
„Her 1enderchlezorbublee 2 7 


Wies SL, 45 Th 
"Death ſpares not — 
S0 Swans, vr 


; b 
* 137 3 1 1611. 214 
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{5 Go W ; 
Ce! raw ee al Bw blow: 3 Lest 
; eak in t ena evly; - - W096, © 
All the Trees were n e, ines? | 2 10 , 5 
Cover d with Winter ** 3 e . l Fo 
As I was riding Mer the Rig is 10 4d 
I met with a . FT. 
Her roſy Cheeks oa honey Bea. * . WAL 
Good Faith my eee {th 


* Ld 


Het Viſage exrecding, _ 
1 her where the waging 1 a | 
And long d to hold a 1 1 
1 che naxt erte, 
Gn papoſe e E de, Bee 
5 this Purſe, ſweet Soul, Taid 3 . 
Twenty Pounds lies Fair 15 15 eee 
bark no further one to buy, ED 
For Iſe take all thy Barl 1 
Twenty Pounds more ſhalt: ae Deligh 
1 dearly, Des Lind os book 
F thou wilt lig all Night 2 Sx A% 
And gang bean 2 5 . ad to mock - 
| Forty Pounds would buy the Globe, r 
This Thing 1 would not d,, „ ebe 1 2 
Ir were my Friends as 2 46 „ af 4 fad; Too whey 
Guns. 1 4 p s 
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EY 7 — 8 wed y 
Ax aA nine Mon "220 8 . . 
Then where ſhould I find, Fa Ah * „ 6 

what would then my "ORE Ms 75 2 537 & a . 

If I ſhould be ſo filly, 


2 4: 4 * Ft * 11 81 tt 145 vg : 


0 give my Maideph 1 1 N willy” © 
Ad Sie wy oben gant Pb _ wy | 


{ v7 4+ ty * cls 1 


this would bring Wee 
F irt Bitten acl2 : 
\ And therefore Thy i ar N binwot ads. 


n . 
uſt marry, and then you, rpay 
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Bro. ys Achte 
5 * U. Toy 
20 ls Nf 15 
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Tuben as ſwift as FN 3 * _ eee 
She ee : 2 d pl 
After her I could not go . 3 | 
ky. oy ſhe quite ths ou > of Bn Hoh 
myſelf a3 Ether  , 
or kackt T . 
ord Thi out 3 
1 loft both Maid ab ha a 
Riding down a narrow Lane, . Pa = 
Some two e ee of 
Then I chanc'd to meet again Sag ** 14 1 
This Farmer's bonny- 8 2 © OH rr 
Altho' it was both raw and cold, eee vat vr 
I ſtaid to hold a Parley, | ch Rn evi 
And ſhew'd once more m y Parſe of ol 
When as the hid fol er 2 7% . "rs 
But let us change Embraces 3 | 1 


ITI buy thee a fine r 
p With Ridhoas, ET or Fool wag 2 
Fer, en | 1 * 
. I ne'er ſaw a ſweeter C Y ERS 
And ſaid, My Arr e oP, 
e hr hu uting ſtand 
ithee be not cruel. — F 
She found my Mind was fy Fe 5 e 
IT'S leaſe my fond Deſire 5 {Vs n OW. £0 ad u 
Therefore the ſeemed to ponſent. em fl 
E 0 
Sir, faid ſhe, what ſhall 1% . ee ee eee 
If I commit this Evil, 9 =2 vol de 61 of 
And yield myſelf in Love : with you, , 30 A 1 «rt br Al 
1 hope you will prove civil?-...... .. r an 61) 
You ta of Ribbons, Gloves, ee Ern rok 
And likewiſe Gold and Treaſure z A yoo e 
Oh, let me firſt enjoy thoſe, 
Ap then you tha ave your- 


nt 


4&2 4 ” $535 7 
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3 mats 70 SI it + 


into her Lap .\ ek 
the Market-Town „ 
i tway end this 4 8 Be dy ; ; 1 
ike a Lady gay, - 
rich Apparel. —— n 
All my Gold and Silver ere... 
To her I did de; an 
On the Road we did repdiry Sao" Ip 
Out- coming to a River, 
i 
Such Rivers I ne“er fee man mes, HY 
She leapt,her Mare on th (ther 
And left me not ons OY. 4 
Then my Heart was tak fall low, 15 3 
With Grief and Care fiigxoundad 5 ae 
After ber I could not yo, òů 
For Fear of being 3 
the turn'd about, and ſald, Bebo! 

I'm not for your Devotion ; 5 
lu, Sir, I thank 1 1 al} 
"Twill ſerve t enlarge my Portion... 1 
I began to ſtamp and ſtare, > 

To ee wr where OW ce 
my Hands I tote alt, 
like me that was ee 
Gre me my Money then, k crys, 
Good F , 1 die bat fend it 3, 
bet the full faſt away did ride, 
And vow'd the did not lagepd it. 
wr. ind liſten to my Dirty, „ 
* jolly Hearts of Gold: 
Tar your Pity 
— val 
du be Arrows of blind Cupid, 
Alas | have made me rue : 1 
We true Love was ne*et fo treats; 7d af 
Al zm by ſcornful Sue! 'x 3 


» 


# £5 $4 » - 


aw 


* — 4 — — — 2 — To 
— ——D — ——_— —— — — — 
7 4” —— — — — 


— 5 


3 


r - 


— —ͥ ͤ B ¶—ůð;Ldä — — 


— — 


2 
* 


* [ST 
2 — > » 
E P 


: $ * 4 
. * 4 7 
* & %. * AR. * — * | , 10 — 5 Sch wry 
© 0 . 4 2 7 n 4 
* 0 x «= ® ba * . o * # % p ES { "wn Q N 
3 4 5 t 'S: : : - 
7 4 i, o « > * 8 * 4 + - 
% - — . « : R by ; : * - * * R * : f - D 2 
w - = a + & > 4 3 nth — 4 x . " 1 8 þ * - g ; 
* 3 * * = 11 — * * a * WW * 
: ; 2 ad 0 * * "= 4 
b war F — 4 35 n D » . — X N ; 2 3 1 > Fs b- 5 
4 > * * I \ as 1 - y „ — * 1 4 A huh 2 - " - 1 1 * f 
| . l be 0 oo 2 — "1 : ward : 
* * »* . - 5 Py I = — 3 - 2 uy" * 7 
* * NE, 484 I 5 d þ of * _ b 6. F » % *.3 Vs ; 
1 y mY , =" % 2 8 0 . 7 * b , + x» mn * 
2 Y * e - We. 4 6 $ b 7 
* 4 £ + þ — . . : * »* 54 1 * 5 l 
d * 4 oy 
4 p % 84 1 - 
* * þ þ 
7 
. 1 * . 
; 4 
, "oe" K To — 1 " N ” 2 
. a 8 8 8 E y * 13 » 2 1 ot 6 4 w q * 
: — 3 8 2 2 * — — — — . — * — 1 = - — — — = 
— -_- — — — — 2 N 2 ; 
ee ee ee ee ee a et. EIT a I EN — — — — — - —— * — < — — — — 8 0 — 
— * * — — — — — 


- 
— 
4 


| WEE 
Wen I landed firſt at Wy. 2 
She appear d a Goddeſs brigh 
From Foreign Parts but . * 
1 was ſtruck with ſo * | 1 
On the Shore pretty Sukie walked,. 
Near to where our Frigate = 5 
And altho' ſo near the 
I, alas! was caſt away, | 
When firſt I hail'd my pr 8 
The Delight of Land / por ny 
No Man ever ſaw a ſweeter, my 
| I'd have kept her Company: 2 
I's have fain made her m. trye L ve, 
For better, or for worſm 
But alas! I could not compaſs ber, 
For to ſteer the Marriage . 
Once, no greater Joy and Pleaſure PAK 
l: Could have come into my It, fs 
Than to ſee the bold Defiance 
= Sailing right before the Wind; 3 
O' er the white Waves as ſhe e, 15 
And her Colours gaily flew ; 7 
But that was not fa 
As the Trim of lovely Sue. 
On a rocky Coaſt Ive driven, 2 
Where the ſtormy Winds do riſe; 1 
Wbere the rolling mounting Billows _ 
Lifta Veſſel to the Skies: _ 
I But from Land, or from the Ocean, 
| Little Dread, 1 ever knew, _ RTE 
When compared to the Da 
In the Frowns of ſcornful St 5 
Long I woder' d, why my ho n 
- Had the Heart to uſe me ſo; 5 
Till 1 found by often Sounding, e 
She'd another Love in OW. 
So farewel, hard-hearted 8 8 
I'll my Fortune ſeek at Sea, i 
And try a more friendly LW 
9 be. 
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' Unto our Maſter's Shrine. 
And a Toping we will go, Ke. 
n let u drink. and never ſhrink, 

For I'll give a 4 why 3 - 

a great Sin to leave. a Houſe, _ EI 
Til we've drank the Cellar 5. 5 Kb * 
Times of Old I : Fool, . wot 
Bacchus took me from that Kal, 75 
He thought *twas too ſevete. F LE 

And a Toping, &. ©. e 

ard Goblet to the Brim, a 
Ard bad me a” Buß not 3 
had it been a — 8 

And a toping, n. 

| ever ſinee that happy Time, | 
God Wine has been my Cheer ß 

ig yu we in Sun, 

[ht Water or Small-Beer. / -, 
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0ME, all ye Youths, whe & Hearts ver bled 
| Ih cruel Beauty's Pride, 
each a Garland on his Head 
le wne his Sorrows hide ; 
fd in Hand around me 
be Glick Tale of Lovers - 
tt, when your Complaints ye join, 
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| Now we're o'er our enerous Glaſſes, 7» bag 


Theſe, were you an Atheiſt, wou'd needs overcome 
That firſt v were made Kerry, 1 5 Rr Mor 


8 

Pity the Pain with ue, 1. Sk par e yp 

| Ruta not VHag ak. i qo we | 
Vet if a tempting Fair you find, - OY The 
That's very lovely, nery, EN N 
Tho' bright as Heav'n, w Samy te ben, he v 
Think of my Fate, 'and Fn hr Was 0 11 

; ME, 2 my lovely | . Wi 
C Banith dull vet Pride'z Ne Ph his 
the 


Let the Maſk be thrown aide. Dope | 
With our Wine ſwegt Kiſſes — | py f ute 
You its Virtues thalt TEE was "rk k 
Wine our warm G = 
Shall increaſe the Power of Lowe. 04 & ba be & 
Squeamiſh Prudes may take 6ccafion, kB t 
Whilſt they burn with inward Fire, - 4 & b Con 
To condemn a generous Paſſion,” F — . 
; But how cuts d is their Condition, . 
N Whilſt in us | Freedom laws? | 1223 wh 
Every Night pant for Freidon, -: W Lia! had 1 


Yet find none to meet their — - Vale 0 
| $ 0 N G ny; Sadly 


COME Be. . 0's, rich Heirs and N | whe 
| Away, and in to ea jog; © | kd 0 
Leave Diſcord and Death to the Phyficians, whe 
let the Vig'rdus whore on, and 1 of Fmpotent 1 Yo” 


Already Rome opens her Arms to receive e, wil 
And of ev'ry Tranſgteſſion her Lord will forgive ye. 
Indulgences, Pardons, and ſuch holy Lumber, = 
As cheap are there now as our Cabbages grown ; 
Whilſt muſty old Relicks of Saints without Number 
For barely the looking upon ſhall be ſhown: 
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jt 0 237 * 1 oh $4. 
| WE River fo long y che P bet, 
Vith the Rock from whenge-Monals were bock on” 
— che Head e 770 bat A2. 4 
ſhey'll ſhew ye the Place too, 26 3 I avow It, 
Where once a vas. was atm to Bed: 
v which, ever revent interloping, 1 2 
c her et l ſuffer OE Fas OY: 
ut a Sight tis to ſee the gay, Idal zccputef d. 
With Mitre end Soo m9 Fen Rem by bis Sw, 1 
his Inide what Will, yet . 
her Servos Servorum.. no: Hater of, Pride. ; 
ve Keys into, Heay*n will; as ſurely „ dr 
bthe Clerk” . af a Pariſh fo @ Pew. i in;the City. > ut ; 
t a Sight tis to ſee the Old Man in Proc 
Thro Rome, in ſuch Pom as her: Cæſars did ride ! 
* Pardons, there croſſing and bleſſing, 
Wi all — ſhav'd 4 T Train- band by his We, | 
» Cardina fat as Bacon, 
2 — biſhops, 40.x0ſy. r 
| , for your Diveiſivn, the more: to regale ye, * 
Fa Maſk 5 you'll hear, and high Dancing you'll ſee 3 
who much ſhall out-warble, your -am'rous Fidele, 
And make you meer Fools of Ballon and L. Abbee z 
to ſhew you how fond they're. . — 
u Padre turns Pin, and all Nuns Cburtezana 3. 
when you ve ſome Monthb at old Babylon nj 
And on Panders and Punks alf your Rhino is ſpent ; 
when you' ve Teen alt that — be ſeen , 
Ia cturn not ſo rich tho un Wiſe as you went? 
will be but mall Comfort; after ſo much Expence a. 
jour Heirs wa — ſo oy A Hundred'Years 7 IDs 
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Line in wy Ballad is Truth: 
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| A Ballad of Wit, «brave Billed of Worth, 
'Tis newly-printed; au I come 
"Pow ene of «Chl thar lt ou wit «© hs 
Thaur vio lief,. . 
ty of e = 
Which rea when Chak ww en n 
It tore Common-Prayers, 
Impriſom'd Lord Mayors, . 
In one Day i voted down — . 
Ir made People persur d in point of Obedience, 
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And the Cow mung did cut © 
2 DT an wm ce WE 0 2 
k It was # black Cloak; I 854 : *1; : | 
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. With Hatchet and Nope, ; Ne 2 8 1 +77 i: al 
The Form Moe d ens N — 
Di join wih ee g 


It ſet albums decte in 
Aud rather than fail, erdbeer ou. Ta 
Then let us endeavour,” ö.. en cle 
Led on the Tow': -Guns, row Kt 


nu et us no Penny, nor ug Patgt - Nuſter - 
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bpre x Commiſſion kill 2 bas, 
k wok up Men's Honſes at vexy-lowiRates, 


In plunder d r 
Then let us Enjdeavour, | . 


nliying and-callingibis ; 
In never had come ſuch. a a bloody Diſaſter, 
Er not firſt drawn a Sword at his Maſter. 
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Cont Carles a* of Fumbblers Ha“, 
185 A Pint we'll take, our Hearts to cher; 
Chriſt' ning of Were we fe vedd cf. 
Our Bairns's Tochdrijs"q'" pad, 


Our Nibour s auld Son and the Fa, 4 270 on 
He grips her in the dark beguen, rn 
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i "But bb 294 bs en e e e ol oct Ve 
_ / Twenty Thouſand Timed Tenn s 
Are plotting to do Their Ticks! over sin: it Nov 
Bat let this heult: to Authority fivop, ''- - -- ' 
Or. DUN will provide iu Button aid Loop. Toe 
Then let us endeavour to pull the Cloak down, K 
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That Papifts and Aber ſuppreſſed may be * 


O Form,and oneOborct way ann, Tl 
Then Peace, Yruth, um Pleiny; our Kingdom will e an 
And all Popiſh N. and A 
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Plotters ſhall down 
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And I will tel von of our 2 7 
Since we have married Wives that's brew, 
And: canna pleaſe tlem-when tis late: 657 wag 


What Fauts we have, our Wives can 1. 


Gar bring us in baith Ae and Beer, in ve 
The auldeſt Bien e ur Bel. 2 be And 
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We aw him nanh* „ 485074 bib. Bree aiT 6 
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We're Maſte of the, Cant ou ; | 

Let either Well or Wae betide, 107% ns . 

Here's a: Health to a. — pi. 10 
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Into the Barn amang 


1 And after that comes meikle Wee. 


Joots be maun hae, Piſtols,” hy- not; 
The Huſſy maun hae Corkie n "> a 
Fe are no fae 3 gar fill the Fot, een ov 
We'll drink t a the Hodrs at E'en. . 
fize's a Health te. Johrù Mackay we'll a, 92 
Jo Hughie, Andrew, OT all ©: 
vel Gt and drink, we'll nod and bro 
lt is o'er ſoon, for us 2 . £242 74.98 
Foul fa the Cock, he's ſplic the 55 Ben: 
And I do trow he's but a Fl,, 
e'll fit a while,” tis lang to- n 6.4 
e e ee dal, 

e we have met, we we'll merry be, N 005 
The format bame ſhall bear; the *, 
Il et me down, leſt I be fee, 

For fear that I ſhou's bear't-wiy fell. -- > 464 Vi 
Md I, quoth Rob, and down fat. ties: 99 = 1 
take a Soup-of & Bar be, 

[tl ink e ell. Fire -ſide. 
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leaſt 1 ſeem d concern'd, I — 
de Pleature, n Reſt; © 
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Say but the fan 
How bleſt ee Be "Our 
Ah! to be ratelyl, 3 
Sure never is too 
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C And call eee 
And let there na Liqucr tbe lacking: 

We have Money in 2tdte, .. |] 
And intend ſor to roary 
Until werhays ſent it all kn 
Then, Drawer, mag hade. TY 

And Jet waſte, : 1 2 
But give ev ry an his, Due: : 
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Since he that made 
Since he that made — made. Tw Wor... 


Come drink, my Heri, drink, mY 
And call; br Wing J. 11-9. 
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Tis that makes a Man to pea! ran » 
What Sot can tefrain, wed. 1 

: Or daily complais, der- Aar: 

That he, in his Prins, n 
Then drinle aud be civil, * a 
Intending no Evil. ES Hs 29047 5 

If that you'll beirujed 8 255 727 . 


For Claret and Sack 
We never will lack, 
Since he that nate Ti, wa” Them, 

Since he, &c. 3 3070 I 
The old Curmudgeon © 8 Tx * | bo 1 5 
Sits all the Day Wee en 
At home, with 
With ſcraping damn'd Pell, 
He ftarveth-chinaſelf, - „ 
wn a * Malin ven. 
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But we ll not do ſo, 8 ; 3 vo wk 


Howe er the Work po; 2 ad | oi 
gute that we have Money in Store 3 5 
For Claret and Sack _ * ou . > n i 
We never will Jack, oe x Wn 
Fnce he that made Three, made Four. „ t SINE 
duce he, xe. 
Come drink nof earth drink, ' 
Anteallfof you 
dcs Jl lake your Lan) ff goo 
My Reck r e ee ee ee A 
Ere I gb: ] x A N Abe s ce. „ th 
(r hang me a des 2x Paul's Church. 0 24 foo 99.) 
Tio dome Men willdayy i riatins dM ba 
This is not the Way | 
goody World te thrive 3 2 . 
Matter ox, that, 9 14 yl ver r TH OT 
115 ve t ET. a [an nt 4 * — 
Ince he hay AN. ae, 1 n „e 
A Por e SOT bes cet oo n UE 
His Brains are all Weis, 0 a3. 
Hi Liquor (like dice, * F816, I l i gon O 
But wenre:for; Wings bs 626k th 7 ar 7 4; n v HAMA 
'Tis Drink more,.divingg: re on” no 1 0 
Without it we prifh ande 0 Hos £017 ja on FP 
Then troll ! it 21 | £ 195}. FES 3:7 554+ 2577 D 
Vatil tis alFor; - fen, J Th: IF Rein wo 
We'll affront bi i Spin: ar, m 23 0 
If hegrodges-his Berryg ton oe 3 of nee GT 
. We'll drink and be mert ::: 20 $441) Lek 
Ynce be that made Fixe, wade. Sis; , $72 b ,on O 
lace he, Ke. 3D 7 ese vw 
{ But now the Weges cm 117 I 28 11 HFA 110 WS 
That we all muſt £0 oY ic mat an7 
Our Liquor's all gone, thats tai 
Which makes me, repine, I 4697 lech wn 1 þ, 
That a God ſo dig t 7 du i 
Won't give us one Cup at out partiog · N 
Bat fince all is paid; + ef wrt wack 3 "Ab 85 . 
* $ not be diſmay'd, Fa pt 
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But fly to 8 1 
And chide him becauſe „ 
He made no better Laws, f 
Since he that made Six, eee, 


Since he, &c, 


COME, hear me, my Boy, haſt a mind to live long? 
Take a Doſe of briſk Claret; __— 
A gen'rons Heat good Wine does impart, | 
And Time to' good Mufick is beat by the Heart ; _—_ 
Let each be content witli his own proper Store, 
nnn eee 
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Co ME, come, my Molly, come let u be hi, 
Since we are here met together; 
My Mother's from bone, and we are alone, 

Come let us be merry together 3 
J'Il give you Rings, and Bracelets fine,” - 

And other fine Trinkets, if you'll be mine. 
O no, kind Sir, I dare not indline; - '- 

My Mother ſhe tells me I munnut, I monnat, 
My Mother ſhe tells me I munnut. 
You ſhall have a Gown of the fineſt Sille 

That ever yet was ſeen ; 

You ſhall have the Cream all the Mille 

Of the Cows that g Ger the Genz 
You ſhall haye the Garde and Cheeſe-cakes Store, 
And Cuſtards too, all ſugar d or. 


O no, kind Sir, pray al do mages; 1 lt 2 


My Mother, &c. 
You ſhall have a Petticoat fine und _— 
The beſt in all the Town; ef ROC 5 » . 
And you ſhall wear it r Dr, 096. 
And ſo you ſhall your Gown. 
Your Shift ſhall be * Holland IX 
If you in Love with, me will on we. 
O no, kind 1 I dare not ie, 2 01 
- -My Mother, re. 7 ab 1 bn 
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[1 ſettle you in a Copy- hald 
Of Forty Pounds a Year ; 0 
ji! hve weary Pad in o. 
Will ſerve to-buy good Chear. 
0, kind Si, I ftw you 9 wal fl. 
the you-08 fant, and you 11 
And when you ve dont, you” 
My Mother, &c, K 
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Come ye Nymphs, arul'ev 3 „ 


(ome ye Nymphs and ev'ry Swain, 
Calatea 15 the Main, 


or. To revive us on the Plan. | 


Te a n. 


Torevive us, to revive us, waring mn the e 


Come, come, come, come ye Nymph, 
Ge ye Nymghs and . 658 


Galatea leaves the Main, ns 
Torevive us on the Plan, 

Jo revive us on the Plain, as 
e Nymphs and e' ry Swain. 
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OM E, come, bid adięu ta F 
0 Love and Harmony. 8121 
No domeſtic jealous, Jars, ts 
during Slanders, zee we, 
hy Preſence will appear, 
Ip 


bebs to am Tous Sighs returning, 
3 9 
5 hom wich warm Wiſh <6 panting, 
os to ſpeak thoſe ſhes wanting, 
1 ner wee, Jarl 
t des you need to . 
lor and Harmony reiga Me Do — 
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Cour, come, my Hearts of Gold, 
Let 
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Maa 
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Whatſoever we ſay or do, 2 043 
| F 
Let's laugh for an Hour or . T2 
And ne er be drunk again. 
A Cup of old Sack is gol. 
To drive the cold Winter away 3 
*Twill cheriſh and comfort the Blood 
Moſt when a Man's Spirits decay 2 
But he that doth drink too much, 
Of his Head he will complain; 
Then let's have a gentle 1 aA 
And ne er, &Cc. 


Good Claret was made for Man, ſt 
But Man was not wide for It 5 - 
Let's be merry as we can,” 
| Sdn drink act mae rer "IP 
Good Fellowſhip is abus'd, HiixÞe = 
And Wine will infect the Brin; ; 
But we'll have it better uud, W 10 
And ne er, &c. * ane Pos e375 
| When with Good-Fellows we meet, i 
' A Quart among three or four,” 


"Twill make us ſtand on our Feet, 


While others lie drunk on the Floor, 
Then, Drawer, go fill us n. 

And let it be Claret in 8 QUE „ 2, 
*T will cheriſh and comfort the” hy Tarts 


But we'll ne er, Ke. LE 


Here's a Health eo our noble King, Sol 
Let's laugh and merrily 5 Wb x, 
And he's a Coward that will . ru“ 
Here's a Health to our General, - / 


And to thoſe that were <5 I gun bo: 


And eke to our r Calonel, - 
And we ll ne er, e. 2442 41 ? 
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If a Man did but Meaſure 3 „ K 
R — worſe than a "meg 
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ſe d learn to be ſober al, man, ren 
Ard we'd ne er, &e. 
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Con Delia, came. let's u he Heats 


ſo yonder Covert let's eta, „N lis 270) 
And ſeek the cooling Shade. Whol of 
ſhe twioing Jeſſamine bent, 7 5 b 
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{4 flying Gales their 


ſhe Ring-Dove and his conftant Mate 
h tender Notes agree; 
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Id while I bind my Delia's Heal, M5 


bit ſee, my Dear, this this twiſted Crown,” | 
Theſe Flow'rs to- grace thy Head; 
le Night their Fragrance will N © 


When with ring Age draws nig 
what now Crowds of Vo ries love; , 
r Veins that wander o er thy Neck | 


te blowing Roſes in thy Cheer, 27 5 2 

Ein e ih bot bas 7: 
yes, where ſportive C 0 

ben tal cauſe: 2 — * 

Wie lovely Treſſes — ann. 

dull turn to ſeatzer d White. hs N 7% f 


| Her Charms ſhall cegſeto fite ; un 
Are than Love you now, 


E — 


134 rote; 22 4 eat: 


ſpeit Paſſion ſooner ſhall abate, _- ws nh o 


Than mine ſhall ceaſe to thee : 8 5 ae 3 
[1 weave the Roſes bluſhing rel, 


And join the Lilly pale; e e en Ie e 1 (kk) 


bet dall then for Delia glow, | 4 75 
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The ſultryj Heat invades; # * 44 WHIT EIS T2. 4 + By 


And twiſted: A Peg Ss | Th ire * 50 5 J 
Almoſt as ſweet as OS. , "A ans ja. hrs 


Stall loſe their curious Blue; ROE $2273 
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Pl tell the tender Tale. | * 100 4 46 


And all their Beauty fade: 8 1 5 
* Delia, all thy Charms ſhall „ 2 F#. 2" v * 125 
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1 For ſoon, too ſoon, er, er 
Auiſe, * bene 2 . 
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COME, e e eee bel, 14 
8 Why ſhould you ſhun, "wy longer light me 2 
You'll find in Love all Pleaſaes join d, 
And ſhare the Joys, whilſt. E 
be eren 5 | 
ſt I in boundleſs Tranf ?_ 
You'll feel the rect Bets, 
And ceaſe to breathe as well Wh | 
Let us the happy Time inf ED 
Now Time and Place IC i 
Time ſwiftly flies away A 8 
Then let us gratify Defirfre. 
(She _ Iſee i — 2 e 
 -» You'll find true Bliſs, 
N 8 
Where ev'ry Senſe is bleſs'd in oe 
| 8 Q- N G. 377« | 
OP OME, dear Amanda, quit the Town, - 
And to the rural Hamlets plyg' 
' Behold, the Winter Storms ate gone, / 

A gentle Radiance glads the SE. 
The Birds awake, the Flow in appear, 
Earth ſpreads a verdant Couch for e, 

"Tis Joy and Mufick./alb we; bear! 
Tin Love and Beauty all waſee 1... 
Come, let us mark the gradual Spring 
How peep the Buds, (<3 
Till 2 
fet May to ſpread"the Roſe, 


| £0 us ſecure the ſhort 
And wiſely crop the leaning Dey'$ 
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COME, fair of; be 
You never ſhall find.” * MO Somali oh. 
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That freely will %, 25 Lee au, 14, 
eee Wat en. ths gebs HT 
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iges they're but Nonſenſe and Whimftes, by * 


's have no more Female Impert*nence and Noiſe; 
Ebbe try'd the Endearments and Pleaſures of Love, 
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When firſt of all I , 
i _ 22 5 a — Saint: 
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I whin'd like a Foo 
E But I foung”her-Religiong her Pac, and her Love, 


Were Hypocriſy,” — bar 'by:Jor., 
Sweet Cecil came next, with her lopguithing | Ai 
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Her Out- ſide , thedef, ang fair; 
But her Soul * Gate, 1 was her Loe, 
For I found ſhe was only A Stfümpet, by Joe. 6 
Little double-gilt Jenny's Gold chary'd | me. aß laſt, 
(Non know Marriage and. . 1 d | beſt) . 
Bot the Baggage, ſorgettin pd. her Love, 
Gave her Gold to a, e 0 . ' 


| Come fill me a Bumper then, pr 
Here's a Farewel to Female Impeat: 
I know few of their Sex that are EOS 
And =" 8 2. 2 
387 wet * MW 9 * 
Con Gu Mn. Cle, lit , 
A Bumper, a Bumper I. ar 
He's a Fool that will flinch,* e 0 
Tho' I drink myſelf i into my 1 oo nat a ot | 
Here's a Health to- all thoſg. jolly; Sh. 
Who like me will never give o en, 
Whom no Danger controuls, but ee hi 1. 
And merrily tos. 
WH Drown Reaſon and all ſuch weak, Boss, | Ll? 57 
I ſcorn to obey her Command; bel] dpi 236 7 
mg  Cou'd ſhe ever ſuppoſe, _ 212 
. And let my Glafs idly ftand ? TNT „ 


Made uſe of by Tools, who'd ſet us man Role, "Ix 
And bring us to politick Thinking. | | 


Fill 'em all, I'll have ſin in my Hand, 
For I've. trifled a . 
*Tis in vai to 1 5 
nn K * . 47 
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If onee we grow fo 
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Away, ye vain 2 —_ 254 ink 2% 65) # | 
Far, far. 2 my Deſben be gebe, 8 thine? 3 tet Wo” 
All there hall he pleaſant dnd yay. 3 e r 
Fir hence be the ſa LR en dee dn ® 
Ceme fill up the Glaser N eee eee ee 
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My Blood wit beiake * „ | 
Soft Pleaſures my Boſem inſpire. 1 909 
1 Wol now to Lo Me qu r 
Ob Fate ! had I here m ee, vs. M13 a 44 
Id claſp her, I'd: claſp her eager, e 
Of all her Diſdain 1'd — 1 wel TY +l write 
Jet hold, what has Love to dere 13 PAR. 
wh, With his Troops of vain Cites in ary? 2 Gets 
5 aunt, idle penfive Intruder, : 1 
He trumphs, he will not away: | | N el at 
T Il drown him, come give ine 4 very 2 erty {i;; 1 
bons Cupid, here's to 5 thy Cube 3 2T 
Now, now, he's departing, he's” e i 
| Adieu to his anxious Deluſion. ' © 
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Hu un Boys, huzza Boys,, Rusza, 3 
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Hence all ye dull ThinKers” a 


Come, what ſhou'd we do but be Fo,” 


" Come tune up your Voices and fing.; 
Fhat Soul is fo dull to be heavy, Sr 7 11 
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And envy me my Lore. 
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When Mortals are at Reſt, SW Sc tet 13 67 $4.4 | 
2 ſnoring in their Neſt g un weed i 75 ＋ 
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A COMP hither, good Vi eople, hoth oged ant yoorg, 
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e hold you long, 
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(258) 
Now how to prevent. this, . I'll think. of a Way, 
If I can perfuade her ſome. Time for. to ſtay ; „ 
And that's a good Office, Im s, yoo. . 
With a down, e. ; 
*Tis ſo my dear 8 pray do — you can 
To pleaſe her, and bring, her to Humovr in; x 
And "Il do the beſt to divert the poor Mag. 
With a down, e. 
The Plot ſo well taken, made both their Hearts ch ; 
All Night and all Day too, whenever they wary ih 117 
Convenience for Paſtime her Pleaſure he crown” 


With a down, &c. Su 
And thus my Friend Watt his full Swing did . 
The Wife too in FTrapſport a whole Week did rein, C0 
And the Man, ne'ex:the. worſe, n More ane, | 
With a down, &C. . let n 
oe 756 110 
C OM E Ude my Country "Squire, | That 
Take friendly Inſtructions from me ; May d 
The Lords ſhall admire 3 i To 
Thy Taſte in Attire, 5 Thus, 
The Ladies thall Tanguiſh for thee. : . Gua 
CHORUS. . 
Such Flapnting,  .. 3 May 
1 Gallanting, „ 3 And, a 
And Jaunting, |  - 3 We'll! 
Such Frolicking thou ſhalt fee, _ RIFT And fin 
Thou ne'er like a Clown | 8 Lire 
Snhalt quit London ſweet Town, +. 
Jo live in thine own Country. . 
A Skimming-Diſh Hat provide, 
With little more Brim than Lace 13 
Nine Hairs on a _ ; ” 
To a Pig's Tail v5 e ks 
Will ſet out thy jolly broad Pi Ne ER 


Such Flaunting, &c, FFF 
| ) 2 ** 771 125 5 8 ̃ i 
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9” 
G get thee a Footman' s Frock, . 

A Cudgel quite up to thy Noſe 3. 
Then friz like a Shock, 


And plaiſter thy Block, . * | Tp 


hot bockle thy Shoes at thy Toes, | 
Such Flaunting, ein ani 
A Bnce of Ladies fait; | 
To pleaſure thee ſhall rive 3 rn 
In a Chaiſe and a Pair 
They ſhall take the Air 
And thou in the Box ſhalt drive. 1 
Such Flaunting, &c. n 


| 8 O N oe Was 
COME, jolly Bacchus, God EA ts 
Crown this Night with Pleaſure 
Let none at Cares of Life repine. 
To deftroy our Pleaſure ;._ . al | 
Fil up the mighty ſparkling Bowl, 1 
That ev'ry true and loyal Soul 
May drink, and fing, without Cann, * 
To ſupport our Pleaſure, | 
Thus, mighty Bacchus, ſhalt thou be. 
Guardian to our Pleaſure; ; _ 
That, under thy Protection, we 
May enjoy new Pleaſure: 
And, as the Hoygs glide away, 
We'll in thy Name invoke their ol 
And ſing thy Praiſes, that we 1 
Live and die with Pleaſure, © F774 
S ON G 390. Petzl te 
COME, Lads, ne er plague your — 
With what is done i in e : 
But leave to then l 
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3 rating, jum 
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n Claret, 
it is on the 2 


$4 x "A 
— 1 a 


2 5 * 
x 9. 4 
* 


Low Swains that range the Flix, 


— 


WM COME Late, n 1 . While w 
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Not Buſineſs of the State: aur pak | 
_-.:- . This ol wear, : 
By Meddling yet,” I, 
W 920 . create. i 
ur wrangling, jangling, elam'ri bee 
But diſturb the ä ring, ring, 
Such Men of Mettle, by 
In a Kettle, 255 len e i 
Make two Holes for one. . 
If you the Dangen knew 
Of thoſe that wear a Crown, 
You'd ſcarce envy _ * 0 
A State fo high, | een 41 
But wiſely uſe your own't | «44% aroma 
Unſteady, giddy, buſy, dizzy, © 
With the dazling e 51 
Vet daily ſtoop in, 
Alſo drooping Au 
Underneath the Weight. 


Their native Freedom Keep, © 

| Who yet command, LINE th 

; With Crook in Hit, | 

Their faithful Dog and — 8 4 = ; 

Their Leiſure, Pleaſure, Spottitiy, Courting, + 

None but Time deceire 3 1 

J HHS C997 522 Or 

Flow'ry — were. 
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And I'll lend you my Th [4g 
For Fainneſs, Deary, I'll gar ye k 


If you'll go daves the Bob of Danblane. | 750 Cox 
Haſte ye, gang to the Grund of ye'r Trunkics, " 2 
Buſk ye brau, and dinng think Shame likes 


Confider in Time, if — of Monkies 


; Be bent than ancing the Bb of Dunbar 71 * 
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Ve'te Miſtreſs, Robie, gies her, 


| ( 261 ) 
frank, my Laſſie, left F fickle, _ 
| Mer xy Word god Cer dj, e 3 
dye ye may chance to repent it Wie,” e 
Ye didna accept of the Bob of Dunblene, mt 
The Dinner, the Piper, the Prieſt ſhall be ready, 
And I'm grown dowie with lying alane ; 15 
Away then, leave both Minny and Dady, 
And try with me the Bob of Dunblane, 
S ON G 392. 
COME let's ha'e mair Wine i 1. 8 
Bacchus hates repining, Mo 
Venus loos nae dwining, © A 
Let's be blyth and free. 
Auay with dull, Here t'ye, Sir 
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4 &* 


We'll drink her Health wi” Pleaſore, Fe. 
Wha's belov'd by thee, 55 „ 
Thee Jet Fagy mains je, F 

That's a Laſs can charm ye, | der a 

And to Joys alarm 7e. 3 
Sweet is the to we. 

dome Angel ye wad ca* herr 

And never with ane brawer, W b 
Kiltet to the Knee. l 


come let's join S * | 
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And refreſh our Hauſes "ME N 1 ; | 
With a Health to the. Ne 
Let Coofs their Cath be elinkinz, „„ 


de Stateſmen tint in thinking 


while we with Love and tn, nad 5 
CIR | 1 ws 


(COME let us role ce 0 3 ** ; tri Tab) 


Tis vain to thin, 00 216 
it Feds, on Grief or Sine; | 55 
Like our Money fly, 5 7 Sl 
SY "opened aire ed 


Wl worldly Care is Madneſs, 
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But Wine and good Chear 


Will, in 1 an of our. 
Inſpire our Hearts with 
The Time we live. 


To Wine let 
Since all muſt turn to 
Hand about the Bow! 
The _ of my Soul, 


And to my EE 


us give 


A Fig for Chink, 
Tas made to buy Drink 


And before we go hence we" 
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ME, let us 
We Brothers that are 
Met together on merry Occaſion 3 
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Let's drink, laugh and fing, _ 
Our Wine has a Springs © 


*Tis this, and tis that, 
They cannot tell what ; 
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Why ſo many great 1 the Nation 
Should Aprons 
To make them | 

With a Free and qo 


Great Kings, D 
Have laid by 


of 3 


. Heath to an Accepted na, FX 
Tho World is in Pain, = 
Our Secret to gain, 

- But Rill let them wonder ark 
Till they're ſhewn the Light, | 
They'll ne*er know the righ 

Word, or Sign of an Aceepted 
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This our Myſt'ry to put a good. ou on; 
And ne er been aſham ' d 
To hear themſelves nam d 


With a Free and an Accepted Mike. ; 


a "< 265 N : 
F antiquity! 8 | 
We have on our Side, 
b makes each Man juſt in his Sion 
There's novght but what's —_ 
To be underſtood us 
r Free and an Accepted Maſon; ©- gt 
We're true and fincere, 
We're juſt to*the Fair, I 
They'll truſt us on ey ry Occafion 3 1 
No Mortal can more . 


is 1 


The Ladies adore . 3 
un a Free and an Accepted Maſon,” | 
Then join Hand in Hand. 

Jo each other firm ſtand, "y- 
Kite merry and gar bright Faro ca: 
Mortal can boaſt 

& noble a Toaſt, _ 
bee an Accepted M 
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OME, let us drink,” and drown "Og | 
For perhaps we may not, for perhaps we may, aut, 
x perhaps we may not meet here to morro w. 1 
that goes to Bed, goes to Bed, goes ts Bed che, 
ils 25 the Leaves do, falls us the a pon, 3d tis r 
ba the Leaves do in October. ö 
8 will cure the Head- ach, ths Coogh and the Phthibc, 
65 to all Men, this is to all . 2 
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OM E, let's be merry, un en 
While we' ve good ET „ N 
ooo o 


Wirth, and ga: 
Wine's a Pleaſure was v7) 7 
taly Treaſure © : 18177 5 
mes us joyful, [3.973 ROT $3 
4 Night or Day, E. 1 
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(: 264 ) 
Wine makes us jolly, 
Cures Melancholly, 

Drowns all our Folly, : 2 2 
| Makes our Hearts 44 Murr 

While we're poſſeſſing 88 
That glorious Bleſſing, | +0 | 
Good Wine careſling, | 
Let's not be fad. | 
80 N 0 39 97. 

COME, little Cupid, God of Love, 
Each tender Paſſion gently move; 
With fondeſt Wiſhes, ſofteſt Pain, 

Exert thy courted pleafing Reign; 

Aſſiſt this preſent new Deſi, 

And gently fan the glowing Fire. 

Then prune your fiken Wings, and ger 
Theſe Sounds to haughty Chloe's Far; 
Capricious fair One, lay aſide ? 
Your awkward Coyneſs, ! patefol 'Pri 1 | 
For know, that now's the happy Hour, 
That roving Damon owns your Pow*r, 
Then quick ſmatch'thy golden Bow, 

Accept the Flame, teoeive the Vow g.-4 
Tell e den Tae % . 
Don't tell her, Boy, tis all a-Lye ; _ 2 
Tell her, To-day if ſhe' Il not yield, | 
"To-morrow Celia takes the Field. 

ee >; e eee e. 
ä COME, little Infant, loye me now, : 
While "thine unſuſpected Years. 

Clear thine aged Father's Brow 
Prom cold Jealouſy and Fears, 

Pretty ſurely *twere to ſee F 
| By young Love old — i | 
1 While our Sporting are 33 free a 
As the Nurſe's with the Child. 2 

| Common Beauties ſtay fifteen; - © 

Such as yours ſhould ſwifter move; 
Whoſe fair Bloſſoms are too green 

Vet for Luft, but not for Love. 
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ta Need we Il Virtue 1 
— meme. 
ide 2 
Fe that Good ſhould d: „ 
Or, if III, that Ill hr, = 
Thus a Kingdoms, fruſtrating _ 
Other Titles to their Crown, 
h the Cradle crown, their King, 
Voll foreign Clditiis to drown ; 
0 to make all Rivals vin, | 3 
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my prize, 
Than I do both my Eyes, 
A than Honey enn 


cely, You think to perſuade 
A poor Glly Maid, 


I'm in erbe, 
25 
beadfully fore is my Smart, 
That Cupid, I weet, b 3 3 
Were you but to ſee't, 
bor'd a great . 
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| 0 266 1 : 
Cic. Ves, yes, the plain Caſe i 186, 
Vo know all your Paces, + 
Whene'er you would compaſs. your Pleaſure ; 
And if filly Wenches | 
Believe your Pretences, 
They're left to repent at their - 
Rog. In Pity forbear 
| To inſult me, my Dear; 
O ſpare, while ſo ſorely I languich! 
What Room, dear Unkind, 
| For Deceit can you find 
In a Breaſt that is brimful of Anguiſh ? | 
Cic, > Nay, nay, Roger, now. 
You wrong me, I vow 


b * be reckon'd hard-hearted : 


But alas! I have known, 
For believing too ſoon, 
Poor Maids that have wofully ſmarted. 
Rog, Pray do not ſuppoſe, » 
That I'm one of 
Who en have their 2 in the Lurch: 
; I — in good: — | 
| To plight tot, 
When the Banns have boon all 4 in the Church. 
Cic. But then ſhould you ſoon, | 
With the firſt Honey-moon, 
Should you forfeit the Troth you have plighted ? 
Should you cool to your Spouſe, - ; 
| Laugh at ll your paſt Vows, . 
And Cicely, poor cke, be ſlighted? 
Rog. Come, Sweet, be not ſhy, 
On your True- love rely, 
Come, with hearty good Will let's agree; 
You may quit ev'ry Fear, | 
| When, without you, I fwear, | 
All the World would be nothing to me. 
Cic. Well, I can't but approve 
- Off honeſt : þ Dove, 


2 , a 
E23 2 
2 
4 8 


\ = to be fock d a one” 8 Wife, 
ih. And a Love, my dear Gia. 
|." That's as honeſt as this, 
vn long and as laſting as Life. | 
| S ON G goo. 
COME, my Lovers, come, come away 3 
Come, come away; > 
Lets take our Pleafures while we may. 
Hark ! how the Muſick charms our Ears, 
locreaſing _ * Fears. 
N G 401. 
COME, my Celis let us prove, 
While we can, the Sports of Love „ 
Time will not be ours for ever, 
He at length our Good will ſever; 
end not then his Gifts 1 in vain; 
Suns that ſet may riſe Ph. 
Jt if once we looſe th 
Ty with us perpetual ! 2 
Why ſhould we defer our - 2 
Jane and Rumour are but For. 
Cinnot we delude the Eyes 
(fa few poor houſhold Spies 88 
Tis no fin Love's Fruits to | 
kt the ſweet Thefts to reveal: o 
Tobe taken, to be ſeen, 5 
Theſe have Crimes aceounted been. 
S ON G 402 
OME, my Dear, Whilſt Youth conſpires | a 
With the Warmth of our Defires; _ 7 
Eious Time about thee watches, 
d ſome Grace each Minute fnatches : 6 
ra Sirit, now a Ra f FO Won 
n thy Eye he fteals away; 
w he blaſts ſome blooming Roſe, 
u dae upon thy freſh Cheek grows 3 ' 
d now plunders in a Hair; | 
= the Rubies doth impair, 
' * Lips; and with'ſure int 
MW thy Wealth will take at laſt, 
Ay that of which thow mak" OL. IN 
En Time, from Time thou tak ſt. A 


O ME Neighbours, now we've made our 
.C N ay 
Drives to the Weſt, 

With Sports conclude the Day. iz 
Let every Man chuſe out his Laſs, 
And then ſalute her on the Graſs ; 
And when you find 

: She's coming Rind, 

Let not that Moment paſs. 
| CHORUS.” 

| We'll toſs off out Bowls to true Love and Honour, 


To all kind loving Girls, and the Lord of the Manor, 


At Night when round the Hall we're fat, 
With good 'brown Bow, 
To chear our Souls, 
And raiſe a merry Chat; 
When Blood grows warm, and Love rum high, 
And Coors about the Table fly ; 
Then we retreat, 
Ky And that repeat, 
Which all would gladly try. 
Let lazy Great ones of the Town _ 
Drink Night a ay, 
And ſleep all Day, 
Till Gouty they are 2 5 
Our ach Sports iſ 1gour give, 
That oftentimes we do revive, 
And kiſs our Dames 
| With ftronger Flames 
Than any Prince alive. 
ä $ O N. 9. 
| COME, eld Time, and uſe ad Alk, 
Life's a Weight I cannot bear; 
Cares are conſtant, Fortune 5 
All our Joys but Trifles ae. . 
Friends are Shadows that deceive us, 
In our Wants they di 4 | 
The World's too baſe for. v'n to give us 
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( 269. ) | 
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| (COME, Pyrrha, all taz erde 
I moſt in your good Grace? 

on what lac'd Coat, or ſcented; Beau, 

Ja publick you your Smiles beſtow; 

And more in private Places. 

What eaſy Heart do you invade 7 | 

By all this nice adorning ?, 42 5 

For what vain Fop is nom diſplay d 

The Mecklin Lace and rich Brocade? | 

At Toilet ſpent the Morning g 

Ab, bow he'll rage, when midſt this Calm 

| Tempeſtuous Clouds ſhall gather; 

When he beholds the lowring, Storm 

That faithleſs Brow of thane deform, | . 

Uatry d in boiſterous Weather 

Whom now thy Look ferege beguiles, 

Ah ! poor unthinking Creature! 

Who, credulous, enjoys thy Smiles, 

And never Dreaming of thy Wiles, _ 

Now thinks thee all Good - nature. 

He feels thy Charms in wretched Hour, 

That's to thy ways a Strange: 

As for my Part, my Turn is oer; | 

I're ſcap'd the Deep, and, ſafe from Shore, 

Look on another's Danger. 

(OME, Stoick, come, thou proud Philoſopher, 
Thou, thou that art ſo cold, and ſo ſevere 

Who, with vain Gravity diſeas d, 

Art fo afraid of being pleas'd. 

Come, liſten, liſten to our tuneful Strains, ; 

Vey the delightful Nymphs, and raviſh'd Swains, 
| Poor, loſt Philoſopher, | 

How wilt thou find thy Paſſions here? 

How wiſh thy ſelf all Eye; and wiſh thy ſelf all Ear, 
Come, Stoick, come, thou proud Philoſopher, 
Thou, thou that art ſo cold, and ſo ſevere: 

Wo ſerere, whom Muſick cannot charm ? 
bol, whom Beauty cannot warm? A2 3 


8 
4 
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(270). 
But when both, both are 
Voth united Portes 
Then what Madneſs tis to atm 
When ſo kind too is th Alatm, 
And ſuch Softneſs does 1 
Such gladſom Tremblings to the Heart, 
Who ſo ſevere, whom Mufick cannot charm 23 
| n whom Beauty cannot warm ? G7, of 


Let looſe thy Soul to Jo Joy 
Nor call what pleaſes thee a 2 
Fcol he, that wants to be above 
Gay Delight, and gentle Love ! 

Fool, againſt himſelf | 8 
| Who, with kindly Nature ſtriving, ; 
| Quarrels with the Sweets of living, 

Let looſe thy Soul to Joy, 
Nor call what pleaſes thee a Toy. 


Virtue, the Miſtreſs of thy Care, 
Is but a Part of good; 
Pleaſure's the reſt; is lovely Fair, 
And wou'd be wiſely wo; _- 
Cheat not thy ſelf of Bliſs was meant thee z 
But take, take all kind Fate has ſent thee. 


Grand C H O RUS. 
All, all at fav'rite Houre improve, 
Deal in Muſick, deal in Love ; ; 
Jo treat thy jolly Nature bab; 83 
Every Senſe allow its Joy, 
And every Joy its luxury: _ 
Let not Age have to 
That neglected Youth was vain, . 
Its Pleaſures an untaſted Stream; 
Loet not Time, when tis gone, 
Say, that nothing was done, 
And Life ſcarce ſo good as a Dream. 
S ON 8 407. 
© OME, take your GlaG, the Northern Lab. 
So prettily advis'd ; 
I drank her Health, and really was 
Patra forgriz'd, 


WES 
fo neat, her Voice fo 4M 

fer Air and Mien ſo free; 75 
ſhe Syren charm'd me from iy, Meat, | 

Bot take your Drink, (aid ſhe, ; 4 
om the North ſuch beauty came, . 

How is it that I feel . 
Within my Breaſt that Flame 

No Tongue can e er . . 
Ibo cold and raw the North- wind blow, 

All Summer's on her 1 
fer Skin was like the àrivon Snow, 

But Sun«ſhine all the-reft, 


Her Heart may Southern Climiates —_ 
frozen now it ſeems ; 
fie Joy with Pain he <quaſ} felt, 
And balanc'd in Extremes. 
Then like our genial Wine: he'll charm 
With Love my panting Breaſt : 


lle, like our Sun, ber Heart 
Be Ice to all the reſt; 


S O N 0 3 105 
COME to my Arms, my Treaſure, 
Thou Spring of all my oy; 

Without thy Aid all Pleaſure. 

Muſt languiſh, fade and die. 4 
I vain is all Reſiſtance, a 
When arm'd with thy Afiftanice,, 

What fair One can deny ? 
Then fill around the Glailes, 

And thus we Il drink and dust, 
May all the dear kind Laſſes 

Have all they wiſh or want. 


S ON 8 409 
le. COME tomy Arms, my lovely Fair, 

 Sooth my uneaſy Care: 

In my Dream late I woo'd thee, 

And in vain I purſu'd thee, | 
For you fled from my Pray” r, 
And bid me deſpair ; 

Come to my Arms, my lovely Fair, 


272). 
She, Tho? tis eaſy to pleaſe xe, 
And hard to deny a oh | 
Tho? poſſeſſing's a Bleſing 
For which f I cou'd:die,. 
I dare not, I cannot comply, 
He, When 1 languiſh with Anguiſh, 1 
And tenderly figh, 
Can you leave me, deceive me, 
And ſcornfully fly? _ 
Ah fear not; you muſt not deny. 


She. I dare not, I cannot comply, 5 
He. Ah fear not; you muſt not deny. 
S O0 N G 410. 
( 'Omplying, denying, 
Now free and now coy, 
Alluring, and curing 
Love's Pain with its Joy. 
With Frowns, or with Smiles, that can kindte 3 Fire 
Is a Girl that each Tem 5 — and Age muſt admire, 
Her Eye darts its 
Our Heart feels its Ray 3 'S 
Her Power advances, 
| And ours ebbs away. 
From Charms ſo ſtrong there's none can retreat, 
For, do what ſhe will, ſhe's ev*'ry way ſweet. 


S ON G ain. 


COnquering Beauty, *tis I ſtill adore, + 
Tho* Thouſands your Victims have fell before 3 
Let Pity now move; 
Brant me your Love; 
Deareſt, your Aid I implore, 
Lovely Tranſporter,,  ' 
Your Faithful relieve, 
Ill crown you with Glory ; 
Charmer, believe; 
I'll baniſh all Fear, 
Forget dull Care, 
ES Let me my Senſes 1 retrieve, 
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E. (Ons thy Love, fir bloſhing Maid, 


For fince thine Exe $ — 
Thy ſofter Thoughts are a* betray'd, | 
And Naſays no worth tentigg. 
aims thou to ſe thy Mind, + 
With Words thy Wiſh denying ? 
Since Nature made them to be kind, 
Reaſon allows eomplying. ' © © 
Nature and Reaſon” joint Conſent 
Make Love a facred Blefling; 
Then happily that Time is den, * 
That's war d on kind Carelling: 2 
Come then, my Katie, to mp Aron, f 
I'll de nae mair a Rover 3 a 
Bat find out Heaven in a thy Charws, 
And prove a faithful Lover. 13 
She, What you defign by Nature raw, 
h fleeting Ineſination, 
That Willy Wiſp bewilds us N 
By its Infatuation. _ 
When that goes out, Careſſes dre. 
And Love's nae mai It 
hne weakly we blaw vp tle Fire 
With all our boafted Reaſon, 
fe, The Beauties of inferior Caſt 
May ſtart this juſt Reflection: 
But Charms like thine maun alwiys laſt, 
Where Wit has the Protection. 
ſinue and Wit, like April Rays, 
Make Beauty riſe the ſweeter 3 
The langer then on thee 1 gase, 
My Love will grow compleater, 
SONG 413. 
inna coſt me many a Prayer, 
Fer I her Heart cou'd gain; | 
kt he ten Thouſand more ſhould ber, g 
Anon Heart gain, Deg 


„ 


* 


Deſpair I thought the greateſt Cure; 5 
But to my Coft I find, 
Corinna's Conftancy ſtill worſe; 0 

Moſt cruel when too kind, i 1 
How blindly then does Cupid carve Þ 

How ill divide the Joy ? 
1 Who does at firſt his Loyers ſtarve, 
Aua then with Plenty cloy. Noe 
| SON G. Site #1. 15 Four 
COrinns, I excuſe thy: Face, | = By 
I Thoſe erring Lineswhich Matos, #9140 ff e's 
When I reflect, that every Grace e nal 
Thy Mind adorns, is juſt and true. 


But oh! thy Wit what God has ſent ? 
. Surpriſing, airy, unconſin d; 
Some Wonder, ſure, Apollo meant, 
S ON © as. 
Cos in the Bloom of Youth, | 
| Was coy to ev*ry Lover; 0 
Regardleſs of the tend reſt Truth, 
No ſoft Complaint could move het. 
Mankind was hers, all.at her Feet 
Lay proftrate and adoring 3 the tilt 
The Witty, Handſome, Rich, and Great WS 
In vain alike imploring, | ls. + 
But now n old, the would repair. 
_ Her L% of Time, and: = ac oo 
With willing Eyes, and _ wanton Bs: 
Inviting every Gazer. ET 
But Love's a Summer Flow'r, that dies 
With the firſt Weather's changing; 
The Lover, like the Swallow, flies 
From Sun to Sun, till ranging. 


Mira, let this Example move 
Your fooliſh Heart to Reaſon | 
Youth is the proper Time for Lore, ä 

4 "__ is Virtue 5 . 


(25) 


4 


„es 0O.N GC 416, 
Coels: Charms inſpire my Lays, 
Who, young in Nature's Scorn, 
he Winter of her Days, 


Blooms in 
Like Glaſſenbury Thorn. 
(olmelia, cruel at Threeſcore, 
Like Bards in modern Play, 
Four Acts of Life paſs d guiltleſs o'er, 
But in the Fifth the ſlays. ge 
f e'er, impatient for the Bliſs, _ 
Within her Arms you fall, 
The plaiſter d Fair returns the Kiſs, 
Like Thiſbe, thro' a Wall. 
$S © BF @ 40%; 
Orinna is divinely fair, Bt 
Eaſy her Shape, and ſoft her Air; 
Of Hearts ſhe had the abſglute Sway, 
Before ſhe threw her own away: 
The Power now languiſhes by which ſhe charm'd, 
ler Beauty's ſullied, and her Pride difarm'd, 


ke Nature, the is apt to waſte _ 
ler Treaſure where tis valued leaft 3 
«Peaſants ſurfeit where it grows, , 
. Fruit the Eaſtern Sun beftows 3 
hit all the Delicacy fades before, 
den thro' Oceans reach our diſtant Shore. 
SGN -- + 
Orinna, with Innocence, Beauty, and Wit, 
Every Senſe does invade, 
And my Reaſon perſuade, Fg, 
And with Pleaſure compels me my Reaſon to quit; 
0 my Tongue has pretended to ſerve and adore, 
ind my Heart ne et was in earneſt before; 
t fo bright are her Charms, all my Hopes I diſtruſt; 
Want of Deſert makes my Jealouſy juſt: 
the Joys her Eyes promiſe I ne er muſt obtain, 7 
t'em quickly determine my Doubts by Diſdain; : ; 
none of thoſe Fools who can figh and complain, 
N {tif ſhe can betray me, my Fate let me meet, 
ine live in her Arms, or die at her Feet. 
ne SONG 
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0 | 
Con- e * Su 
As of old, a tho 


What, Arts might e e | 


| And all without Huy or Care ?. 

But we, who have but ſpan- Lins, | 
The thicker muſt lay on our 

And fince Time will not Ra, add the IN the Day 


And thus we may lengthen 1 Alt 
5 8 By 
C'Ould's thou give me a Plesſure, | Like 
Like the Miſtreſz o ela Heart, Neve 
I'd drink beyond all Mea m 2 Cupid 
And from thee never ſtart. Th 
A Pleaſure fo ence 12 he Th 
I never could refrain, | 
Till Life nat worth . 
In a Tun I'd drown ay Nan. (CN 
But ſince there's nh copari Bp 
With Raptures ſhe can give, With 
. Whoſe Extaſy (paſt bearing) * 
I ſcarce can taſte, and live : Pele 
To by ighter Joys rebgning, Four d 
I'll quit thy ſparkling Buse, 55 
And die without repining, i 05 by 
To be bury'd 1 in her Arms. Ml, 0 
s ON 4. Fill out 
A OY Belinda may diſcover, | Til it 
F Love is nothing but a Name; 55 Mingle | 
Tis not Beauty warms the Lover, | Tender * 
When he tells her of his Flame. | b 
But ſhe keeps a greater Treaſure, : Trivial | 
Bills and Bonds inflame his Heart Bit let's 
Charms that flow with Tides of 1 33 ike our 
More obey d than Cupid's Dart. IE Drink lit 
„ e N . | | ky 
CRowis of 8 eee 3 
| Cringing, chatt ring, 11 da 
a Ogling, flatt'r ing, Bf wght ' 
By Coquetting, and by Pruding, the f 
All are: Victims to my Art. | 
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pile at Will the Fools I'm leading, 

| They for Favours interceding, _ 

Vith vain Hopes and Fancies feeding, | 
Still untouch'd I keep my Heart. 
Stil, &c. | 

Eh imagines he ſhall gain me, 

* Thinks I prize him, 
Who deſpiſe him; 

All their Wiles ſhall ne er obtain me, 
Born to baffle all Mankind, 4 55 

like the Winds and Waves ſtill changing, 

Never conſtant, ever rang] "aps 

Cupid from my Heart eſtranting, 

That's as cold as he is blind, 

That's, &C, v7 3 
..$ 0 N 0. 4p 
Rown me with the branching Vine, 
Round my Temples let it twine 
dee! the reeling God appears, 

With Silenus, green in Years, x 

Crown'd with Joy, let them come, 


Pour the fragrant Oil, and ſhed 

01rous Perfurnes on my Head, 

Cupid ſhall the Skinker be ; 

Fill a Glaſs, and give it me; 

Fill out more, you little Sot, 

Till it overlook the Pot. 

Mingle Love and ſoft Deſires, 

Tender Thoughts and am'rous Fires, 

let not Jealouſy intrude, | 

Tnval Joys or noiſy Fewd ; 

lit let's drink, and be divine, 

like our Brother Phœbus ſhine ; 

Dink like him, like him appear, 

len and blooming all the Vear, 

Gy and ſmiling, full of Life, 

uh, quiet, free from Strife; | 

nught with Friendſhip, fraught with Love, 
the Hours ſucceſſive move, 

| B b 


K. 
nn 


en CBE. 1 


* 


Welcome! we e! welcome! welcome 


Paſſing 


Paſſing unregatded o, 
With Wine, oh, Love's alternate Joy! 


We'll drink our Glaſs, and throw it —ꝗ 


And now in a Chorus ſing, . 
Welcome beſt of Kings? 


5 Make as fam d as the Jubilee at 


' Firſt to ruin and undo me, 


Shall T curſe the dear Betrayer ? 


N HENS 


Nor repine at what is gone; - 
But the preſent Hour employ, 


Thus content, if rigid Fate 
Calls us from our happy State, 


And die without a Gogle Frown, 
SON bf 424. | 


C Rown your Bowls, eh | No 

Czſar to his Home returns | 87 No 
From the Shore | 8 
Cannons roar, \ 


England ſmiles, and Holland mourns : 
Malecontents in Miſchief failing. 
Changing Notes, now leave off railing; 

Now the Vipers hide ier Stings. 


Fill, fill then high, 
Proclaim your Joy, 


Noble Boy, here's to thee, 

Look on my Glaſs and me 5 5 

Here's the Way; © 
We this happy Day 


S G N G 425. 
C Ruel Creature, can you leave me ! 
Can you then ungrateful prove? 
Did you court me to deceive me, 
And to flight my conſtant Love ? 
Falſe ungratefu], thus to woo me, 
Thus to make my Heart a Prize. 5 N 


Thea to ſcorn and tyrannize. 14 5 * 


Shall I ſend to Heaven my Pray 12 
Shall I all my Wrongs relate? 


No, alas! n en 


1 


3 * 279 * % 
F Cupid, . my Condition, | ih be f 
pierce this unrelenting Swain; 
Hear a tender Maid's Petition, 
or ts Love again. 
S ON G 426. 
(Rar Deſpair, no more torment me, 
No more my blooming Hopes . 5 
let ſoft Deluſion, to content ma, 
Ariſe with flattering Dreams of Joy. 
No more my bleeding Heart ſhall: languiſh 
In Sighs, the Voice of filent Grief ; 
No more III dread the painful Anguiſn 5 
Sweet Hope nen _ Relief. 
Ruel Stars we find, 
Seldom, ah! too ſeldom | babe” 
Pleaſures vaniſh quick away 
Tedious is the diſmal Day; 
Pleaſures vaniſh quick away, 
Tedious is the diſmal Day; 
Good uncertain, ſhort, ſhort its Stay, 
Such, ſuch is the Life poor Mortals ſhare, 
Alas! but little worth our Care, | 
Such, ſuch is the Life poor Mortals ſhare, 
ths! but little worth our Care. 
CRuel Amynta, can you ee. 
A Heart thus torn, Dns you d d? 
Love, of himſelf, ne er vanquiſh'd me, 
But thro? your Eyes the Conqueſt made. 
In Ambuſh there the Traitor lay, 
Where I was led by faithleſs Smiles, 3 
No Wretches are ſo loſt as they * © 
Whom much Security beguiles, | 
SO N G 
( Vyia and Venus one Day ſtrove 
To warm Amyntor's Heart, 
Aud give him all the Joys of Love, 
The Joys without the Smart. 
pi ; Bb 
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2 Let ev'ry Maia 


Beſtow a fav'rite Gract + | or 
No, Mamma, . Cupid ſmiling mid, And 
Let's ſhew him Celia's Face. Nhe fac 
| 3 O N G zo. 8 be 
C dun. diſarm thyſelf on me, 1 The rut 
r thy Arrows ſpend; I vie! 
I court = r'd Artiller | - Gould 
Shoot \ and he my Friend, — 
Lonly dread thy ſparing Rate, Adonis-! 
By which am confin d; o li 
Do not my Thopghs to ons ev, 
That's mercileſly kind a a | 
What. common Plowman ay would 5 Cine 
On one ſmall Spot beſtow, 15 1 } 
'What he to nobler Porpole ald | y bog 
Upon whole Acres ſow. , N.. "wacky 
Believe me, Cupid, thoſe thy beſt | hid not! 
And uſeful Captives prove, © 0 Love d 
not in this or that will eſt, 4 ha Love d 
But rove in conſtant 3 
S8 O N 11. 


Cupid, eaſe a Love-ſick Maid, 
Bring thy Quiyer to her Aid: 
With equal Ardour wound the Swain : 
Beauty ſhould never figh in vaio. 

Let him feel the pleafing Smart, f 
Drive thy Arrows throvgh his Heart z ike the 
When one you wound, you.then deftroy ; i 
e you kill with Joy. 

8 O NG 43% 
CVpid, forbear thy childiſh Arts ; 
— TFT cannot, will love's 5 
1 1 iver.emptied of its Darts 
ä I would harmleſs prove 5 
In vain, fond Boy, Miranda's Eyes 6 

You point with beamy Fire; Nt Low: 
Strephon each killing Glance defies, ont ve 
And looks wits, Defire. 


Bee Gen dr 5 5 
With gay, innen ee 
ugh at ll ber wanzon Seam; E -c nl 
And triumph o'er her Wiles. aer nab ie sT £4 
The ſhowy Neck, ae te Wale, x 

The gently-bending Brow,” *. - a 
The ruby Lip, with Moiſture grace d, .,., 

| view without a Vo Ww. | ; I 
ould thy bright Mother, Beauty « Queens | | nit. 

Court me with open Arms ;z — - 
Adonis-like, would I be ſeen SEP | = 

To flight her proffer d Charms. . | | 1 

0 0 £0 433+ | 

U od of Anguiſh, 

Ce ey — Swain to umd, 

Teach him ſoft Deſires to know : 

Heroes would be loſt in Story, 
dun not Love inſpire their Glory, 
du not Love inſpire their Glory ; 
Love dogs all that's great below, | 
Love does all that's great belon. 
SON G 474 
Uyid, God of gay Deſires, 
Hymen, with thy ſacred Fires, 
nuing Zephyrs baſte away, Agh 
Crce this happy, happy Ye "I 
ores and Graces all attend, 
» 2 Nuptial Pow'rs befriend, 
ike them your peculiar Care, 
ts the Hero, bleſs the Fair. 
SON G 435 · 
C Upid! inſtruct an am rous Swain, 

Some Way to tell the Nymph his 3 
To common Youths unknown: | 
dtalk of Sighs, of Flames, of Darts, 
Weeding Wounds, and burning Hearts, 

fre Methods vulgar grown. 8 

Nat need'ſt thou tell? (the God. tephy d) 

It Love the Shepherd cannot hide # 


Bb 3 
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| | Wo 282 + 4 ow 
The Nymph will quickly find t * . 
When Phoebus does his Beams diſplay, 1 Vt 
To tell Men bravely that tis Day, 

I to ſuppoſe em blind. + _ 


| 8 O N 6 436. 
Upid once in Search bf Prey, 
Thought my Reaſon gone aſtrzy, 
From his Quiver choſe 0 Darts 
Soon he drew it to the Head, 
And thus ſmiling to me ſaid : 
Traytor, now have at thy Heart, 
O how pleas'd: the Chit was grown, 
With the Thoughts I was his own, 
But, alas! I frign'd the Smart. 
When the God ah. £25 the Sham, 
And that he had loſt his Aim, -- 
In 2 Paſſion thus he r a 
Farewel Quiver, farewe] Bow 
From this very 'Time I vows. 
| Never will I uſe you more. 


8 0: N G 4s. : 
*c Vpid, with Ganymde to play, 


Had laid his Wings ahde's _ 
And left they ſhould be ant 7 xd) 
Sat on his Darts aſtride. 
For oft the God had, to his, cub, 
(As Prior ſweetly fings) * | 
His Quiver, Bow, and Ares bot, 
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But never loſt his Wins 
Miss Kitty, Love's great rene. 1 
Was there a Stander-by, e C Vttom 
And hit upon a new 3 he, 
Which the reſolv'd to "try. = Ke 
2 Ihe oft had heard her Lover. bgh, | For . 0. 


A 4 praiſe her Angel Face, 
And riiſe her Beauties to the Sky, 
Where they deſerv d a Place. Aer 


\ 


. 
"$M 


ye would not truſt the Hatt ing Youth, ©. _ 
| And gave a careleſ 21 E 


* 


Yet fain at Heav'n wou K 
ſhe Urchin's Wings wou ' d fit her Shape, 
And put it to a Trial; 5 3 


Fung Cupid, without Thought or Care, 
Of no Deſign afraid, | © © 
daa not ſuſpect the wily Fair. 
The ſeeming harmleſs Maid. 
Whilſt Joke and witty Repartes 
'Twixt him and Gany paſt,  ' 
the ſtole his Wings and merri x 
To Peter's Gate did haſſe. 
rriving ſoon, and rapping hard, © 
Like hafty Seraphim 
Peter unto his Poſt repair ed 
To let the Angel in. 
When Porter Peter op'd the Door, 

And ſaw her Face and Mien, n 
Of Bows and Scrapes be made ſome Score, 3 
Expecting ſhe'd come in. 
hut, pointing to the Earth, the Fair, 
Then laughing, ſaid aloud, - 

I'd rather be an Angel there, 
Than one amongſt a Crowd. 


; $0 N 0 438. 


Yet durſt not aſk the waggiſh Ape, ad tet ig * 
the fear'd a pert Denial. Bon As 
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("Uttom prevailitig fo long *mongft che Great, 


Makes Oaths eaſy Potions to ſteep on, | 
Which many, on gaining good Places, repeat, 
Without e' er deſigning to keep one 


For an Oath's ſeldom kept, as a Virgin's fair Fame 3 
A Lover's fond Vows ; or a Prelates 's good Name; 


A lawyer to Truth; a Stateſman from Blame 3 
zva Or a Patriot Heart in a Courtierr. 
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"TORY 


She makes me love, not hate my e. 
As other peeviſh Wenches do, : 
When Venus leaves her Vulcan's Cell, 
Which all but I a Colęhole call; 
Fly, fly ye, that above Stairs dwell, 
Her Face is waſh'd, ye y:niſh all, | 
And as ſhe's fair, ſhe can impart _ 
That Beauty, to make all Things fine 3 
Brightens the Floor with wond'rous Art, 


| And at her Touch the Diſhes ſhine, . | 


s O N G 440, 


C Vnthia frokns whene er I woo her, 


Yet ſhe's vex'd if I give over: 


Much ſhe fears I ſhould undo her, 


But much more to. loſe her Lover. 


Thus in doubting, ſhe refuſes, 


And not winning thus ſhe loſes. 


Prithee, Cynthia, look behind. you, 


Age and Wrinkles will o'ertake you, 
Then too late Defire will find you, _ 
When the Power does forſake you, 


Think, oh! think; oh! ſad COT, 
To be paſt, yet wiſh Fruition! 


S ON ur. , 
DAME Jane, a ſprightly Nun, and gay, 
And form'd of very yielding Clay, 
Had long with Reſolution trove | 
To guatd againſt the Shafts of Love, 


WO Fond Cupid ſmiling, ſpies the Fair, 


And ſoon he baffles all her Care, 


In vain ſhe ſtrives her Pain to ſmother, 


The Nymph too frail, becomes a Mother. 


But now, theſe little Follies o'er, 


She firmly vows ſhe'll fin no more ; 
No more to Vice will fall a Prey, 
But * Prayet each fleeting Day. 


| 
; 


a, 


n re; 
Fill Siſters, crouding at the Grate, 


gend all their Time in Wotkdly Fats. 


de Abbeſs, overjoyed to find, S 


This Happy Change in Jenny „Mind, 
The reſt, wah . ay addreſling, 

Daughters, if you expect a Bleſſing, 
from pious Jane, Example take, 

The World, and all 957 13. lake. 
We will (they "all reply'd e) 

But firſt let's do as Jane hav Gone. 


s 0 * 6 442% e 
57 me but onre, elf alu be, 


to ſnap him the nest time he try d; 0 


4 


bit alas! * — more, 


And now makes his Suit to the fum' d Leonore. 5 


Ia why ſhould T grieve ? for Im well affor'd, ' 


Hi he lan d me, he ne er ud have te en wr ya 


Tho' he fawns a le 
That Man is a Fool, that will take the firſt «tl 
Rad his Love been fintere, ang really in Pain, 
Re then wou'd have d me s gib and . 
kt adieu 3 let him go; for 1 never will ven: 
A Swain that's in omar orig Sox. 


0 A. 8 % 


, F wy 4 5 
— — WY 
7 a} 5 


'Tis not Sighing o'er the Pat. 

dings nor Sonnets can't relieve, e, 

Fant Attempts in Love are van: 
e but home the fair Occafion, | 

And be Maſter of the Field; 
Tv a powerful kind Invaſion, 

Tuere a Madneſs not to 7 
Tho! ſhe vows ſhe'll ne er permit ve, 

* you're rude and much to blame; 


xd with Tears implores your Pity, | 
h not merciful for Shame : 


\Þ'Hventate © hy, L Ward; 


= 


8 _— N 
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oi 
9 


2 
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8 


„ 


Had Fate ordain'd the — thn Malls wok aig 


| The more he begs he'd bei? bs Von, 


rue F 
When the firſt Aſſault is oer, 0 „ N wn 1 0 
-S Chloris time enough will find | "Y 2 on; i 175 * 
This fo fierce and ra 2 8 0 TOAD os 
| Ys of * 08 Fe low 
"AN thy Pride no longer | Nor 
F Nor cold'Indiff rence to the er "oe ton 
Thy roral Life its Sweets hath loft, -, ' "And 
And Patty now is all thy Care, . 
In lonely Walks, and gloomy. Shades, Tis Nh 
You hope to mitigate your Grief; - k 4 , 
In vain we fly when Love invades, * 
In vain from Love we ſeek Relief. 3 
Four tuneful Pipe wich jocund — * 


In Courts a Birth of high Degree, 


Some nobler Conqueſt ſhe had made; EE 
D 1 5 wot; 
-:0 N G r There? 
Amon for Love fill meets Diſdain, ' 5 
The Nymph makes 90 Return; Sg While | 


All the affords to heal his Pain, you 
Is to reward with Sn. 


The more ſhe ftill denies ;' 
The faſter he her Steps parſues, 
She ſtill the faſter flies, 


At length the leaves her hafty Flight, 
And turns to meet the Swain; 
Surpriz'd the's now to find him flight | OO, 
What he purſu d with Pain. | 3 


a 
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ac h 
uwe (he cries) I ſee too late, 
| | hew'd my Flame too ſoon; + 


fl had fill repay'd with Hate, 
nad him fill my o Wm. 
Y tow Nympbs, in time beware, = 
_ Nor yield your Hearts too ſoon, D 


let my. unhappy Fate you ſhare, - 
Fad be, like me, undone,  - 


S O N G 446,” 
D Amon to Sylvia, when alone, 
Did thus expreſs his Love x : 
fr Nymph, I muſt a Paſſion en, 
Which elſe wou d fatal prove. 
(an you a faithful She herd ſee, - 


{nd yet fo eruel- hearted be, 

To let him ſue in vain ? - 1 

Then with his Eyes all full offi, | 

And whining Phraſes, 3 | 

treated her to r 

dot Grant Mur Remedy. 

Whr'd with am*rous „ the Maid, | 
Fearing he might prevail, 1 20 
I'd, that he wou'd — 
A Virgin that was frail. 


fur not, dear Nymph, * the —_ 


we can relate our Loves again, 
2 this Plate ſilent is. | 2 
Damon, with a lov'd Surprize, | 


Ih raviſhing Delight he dies 
qo uſand Charms. 


N G 447. © 
Jin, the 500 ul and 8 


Along the winding Shore of Peneus flew, 
hun Love's tender offer'd Joy, 


le thus Apollo, in'a moving Strain, 


Who languiſhes in Pain 1 
* 4 a> © ir 4 ; 


There's none can know our Bliſs} - 13 


de d cloſe ots ber Am,; en e 


Tho' das a' God that did ber Charms purſue: 


e hi * and EO breath'd his am*rous Pain. 
Faneſt 


—_— 
Faireſt Mortal, ſtay and - hear, 
Cannot Love, wich Muck oin'4y 
Touch thy unrelenting Mind! 
Tom thee, leave thy trembling Fear, | | 
Faireſi Mortal, ftay and hear. 


- The River's ecchoing Banks with Pleaſdze did proton 


The ſweetly meaſured Sounds, 3 "rey Song Ih 
Daphne fled ſwiſter in deſpair, ' Tat 
To ſhun the God's Embtace,” 2 No. 
And to the Genius of the Place, | - Har 
She figh'd this wondrous Prayer. How f 
Father Peneus, hear me, aid me, Wh 
Let ſome ſudden Change invade me, Miture 
Fix me rooted on thy Shore: Our 
Ceaſe, Apollo; to perſuade my 0 Dp 
I am Daphne now no more, W ee of - Twas 
Age wondering ſtood to ſee ed enid Com 
Nymph transform' d into a Tee; &s tot! 
Vain were his lyre, his Voice, bis tuneful Bis | My 
His Paſſion and his Race Divine; Sudden 


lan 
Nor could th' eternal Beams that roond his Fang 
Melt the cold Virgin's frazen Hearts 
Nature alone can Love inſpire, 
Art is vain to move Deſi te; 
If Nature does the Fair incline, 
To their o Paſſion they'll 8 0 


Nature one, Ke. 


Ss O N 44. 
| A hnis ſtood ve in the Shade; + "age 
D Wich Dl Head reclin'd 5 + 
Pale Looks accus'd the weed Maid. 
And Sighs reliev'd his love-fick Mind: 
His 8 4 . 4 4 . 
Loo ighs, a Rtions nt 
| My Chloe is 
Why ring the Woods with warklivg Thyoats 4 
Ye Larks, ye Lionets ceaſe your Streins; 
I. faintly hear ers ſweet Notes, 
m Chloe's, Voice that +! wy Pain: 


( 289 ). 
Vor Mates delight your Sang to oe 


But Chloe mine diſdains. 


thus he melancholy ſtood, 
peel a3 the lonely Dove; 


Sweet Sounds broke gent! Ka the Wood, — KP 
I feel the Sound; my Heart-ſtrings mpve, _. N 


Tuns not the Nighting ale that frag 


No, 'Tis my Chloe ' ect Tongue, ,'. 


Hack, hark, what ſays my Love? 
How ik the Nymph, -ſhe-crics, 
Who trifles with. wy + Lover's Pain! 


Nature ſtill peaks in Woman's Exes, 
Our artful Lips were made to ſeign. 


0 Dzphnis, Paphnis, twes my Pride, 

"Twas not my Heart thy Love deny d, 
Come back, dear Youth, again. 

* other Day my Hand be ſeiz d, 


landen I put on Looks diſpleas d, 
And haſty from his Hold withdrew. 


My Heart had yieldedygoo! 
"Tis true, thy tyneful Reed I blam' d, 


nk not my Skull in Song defam'd, 
That Lip Row Frog 


bo! much thy Muſic I approve z 


ſet break thy Pipe, for more I love, 
Much more, to hear thee ſpeak, 


Daphnis, T fear, is ever go 


Lore by ſuch Trifles Fury comes on. 


e, en art Won. 


e 


Jet why thould you yopt Song 8 Fs 


My Blood with thrilling Motion flow 3 . 


'Twas Fear alone, thou fimple Swain: 
Then ha thay veg Bis 1 my Hand apzin, 
That ſwell's thy Lip and xoſy Check ; 
id other Plegſures ſeek: ; ; . 


ly Heart foxehodes that I'm 170 1 
i Night with Deli" $ | "Dog he play” 92 x 


4 now, dear Shepherd, come a Is 5 | 
] 3 vou g my He p 
ak Che now my H. Lk 55 
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The Youth fiept forth with haſty Pace, 
And found where wishing Chloe lay; 


Shame ſudden lighten d in her Face, 
Confus'd, ſhe knew not what to ſay. 


At laſt with broken Werds the cry d: 
To- morrow you in vain had try d ; 
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But I am loft to Day. | 


449 
DEAR Catholick Brother, ee come 1 the 
So lame of your Face, and your Foots fall 3, 


S ON 6 


ars, 


To ſee your poor Shela, who with great Grief was fill'd, 

For you my dear Joy, when Y think you were kill'd, 
With a Fa, la, la, Ke. 

O my Shoul, my dear Shela! 7 glad you ſee me 

For if I were dead now, I could not ſee thee ; 

The Cuts in my Body, and the Scars in my Face, 

I got them in Fighting for Her Majeſty's Grace. 

But oh my dear Shela ! doſt thou nom love me, 

So well as you did, ere I went to the Sea? * 

By Crieſt and St Patrick, my dear Joy, I do, 

And we ſhall be marry'd to mortow juſt now, |” 


I Il make a Cabin for thee to keep off the Col. 


And I have a Guinea of yellow red Gold ; 
To make three halfs of it. I think will be bell, 
Give two to my Shela, and the tird to- the Prieft. 


Old Philemy my Father was Fourſcore Years old, 
And tho he be dead, he'll be glad to be told, 

That we two are married; my Dear, ſpare no Coſt, 
But ſend him ſome Letter upon the laſt Poſt, 


DE 


S O N G 450. 
AR Aminda, in vain you ſo coyly refuſe, 
What Nature and Love do inſpire ; 


That formal old Way, which your Mother did uſe, 
Defire, | 


Can never the 
It rather adds Oil to the Fire. 


"When the tempting Delights of wooing are Joſt, 


leaſur 
W. both ſh Lapper, Lies ens dend Lover's Obol, 
ee Tram Flowe 3 * 


ann he 
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| for her 2 your Fol ul Lover will lie, 478 
| And ſeek a new Fate in your Eyes; ke 
One amorous Smile will exalt him ſo high, 
He can all but Aminda deſpiſe ; 
Then change to a Frown, . 


To Love, and each other, we'll ever be true; 
But to raiſe our Enjoyments by Art, 
We'll often fall out, and as often tenew 3 
For to wound, and cure the Smart, 5 
Is the Pleaſure which captives the Heart. 


S O N © 451. 
DEAR charmer of my Pleaſure, ' 
I only wait yaur eifure, 
To crown me with: the Treaſure - 
Of your tender Heart. Vf 
Now, deareſt, kindly uſe me, . 
- don't with Trend refuſe me, 
Death ſhou'd loſe me, FF: 39 | 
Kerl your Dont, FE 


S ON 8 452. 
DEAR charming Beauty, you're my rale, 
Ti you alone that I adore; , 
Crant me your Love, my only Treaſure, ES 
And all my Care will now be o'er. 
Ah! do not fly me, my dear wg 
Leſt you kill your faithful | | 
You ne'er was Enown yet. to be cel, | 15 
To deſtroy what you can ſave. — 
Had I ne*er ſeen you, charming Phillis, 
Such Torture I ne er ſhou d have known; 
But thank my Stan, if that your Will is, 
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To ſmile, and ever be my own; EY Oy | 
No greater Blefling T'll deſire, _ | 7 | 

Than your matchleſs Charms, my Fair: + bath ®B 
For you are all that I admire, „„ 


And all I love, and all I fear. 


$ OW 0 463. 
DEAR Chloe attend 
To th' Advice of a Friend, ee” 
Now | | Ceca | And 


: 
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So ancient à Fruit, 
For Want of a Root, 
Is doom's to 4 ſpeedy 3 3 
Vouth might ripen your Pra, 
But old Age in youhg Arms, 
Is like froſty Weather in May, 
Believe me, dear Maid, 
, When the beſt Cords are play's, 
\ You ſeldom can meet wuh 2 Trump; 
| And, to hold the Jeſt on, 
| When the Sucker is gone; 
What the Plague would you do wah a dar 
Leet Men of Threeſcore 
Think of Wedlock; np more | 
They need not be fond of + that Nooſe ; F 


The Cripple that beg, 
ithout any [I 


Can hare v0 rent Occhien fot Soo 
A Clock out of Repair 
Doth bat badly decla wp ue TH 

The Hour of the Day or Night 

For unleſs, my dear bove, 

The Pendulum move, 


*Twould be ant if the Clock se go right. 


s o N G 48. 


EAR Ces, Giite ths Leven Measure 
D You treat me wich Dosbts and Diſdain, 
Vou rob all your Vouth of its Pleaſure, 

And hoard up an old Age of Pain: 
Voor Maxim, That Love is till founded 
On Charms that will quitkly decay, 
a You'll find to be v very ill gounded, 
"0 once you Its Dictatys on. 
* 5 


3. 


2 


5 * 


ZB 6 
Your Kindneſs wou d vaſtly improve 


Fraition's the Sun - ſuine of Love: - 
4nd tho' the bright Beams of your Eyes 


And Dzrkneſs poſſeſs all the Skies, | 
Yet we ne er can forget it was Day, 
014 Darby, with Joan by his Side, 
You've A nk ah PEW 
Re's dropſical, ſhe is ey d, 
ver they're ever uneaſy aſunder; 
Together they totter about, 
Or fit in the Sun at the Door, 


0 
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His Joan will not ſmoak a Whiff more. 
% Beauty nor Wit they poſſeſs, 
Their ſeveral Failings to ſmother; f 
ſhen, what are the Charms, can you guels, 
That make them ſo fond of each other 
lis the pleaſing Remembrance of Youth, 


Ne Thoughts of paſt Pleaſure and Truth, 
The beſt of our Bleffings below. © 

ole Traces for ever will laſt, 

Nor Sickneſs nor Time can remove; 

ir when Youth and Beauty are paſt, 

And Age brings the Winter of Love: 

friendſhip inſenfibly grows, - 

By Reviews of ſuch Raptures as theſe, ' 

e Current of Fondneſs ſtill flows, 

Which decrepid old Age cannot freeze, © 


s Oo N 455. 
JEAR Chloe, how blubber'd is that 


[tee quit this Caprice; and (as old Falſtaff ſays) 
la us e en talk a little like olks of this World, 


Te Beauties, which Venus but lens to 
| CJ 


in at Night, when old Darby's Pipes out, 1. # | 


The Endearments which Youth did beſtow; 


* 
— 4 . 
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| | tty Face? 7 
Rr Cheek all on Fire, and thy Hair all uncurl'd: 


tanſt thou preſume, thou haſt leave to defiroy Fe 7 
thy keeping? 
T bose 


7 * | 
' Thoſe Looks were deb gn d to inſpire Love and ſoy : 

More ord'nary Eyes may fetve People for weeping, 
To be vext at a« Trifle of two that I'writ, 

Your Judgment at ono, and my Paſſion you wrong: 
You take that for Fuct, - which will ſcarce be found Wit: 

Ods-life | muff on fear to the Truth of a Song? 
What 1 ſpeak, my faif Elfloe, and What I write, they 
The Dif rence thire is bet wit Natore and Art: 


1 court others in Verſe; but I love thee in Proſe: x 
And they have my Whimſies ; but thou haſt my Heart Th 
The God of us Verſe- men (you RHπ]w Chila) the Sun, 1 
How after his Jouchey, (ets up his Reſt: Me, 
If at Morning o'er Earth tis his Fanty to run; 

At Night he reclines on his Thetis's Breaſt, by 
So when L ach weary'd wit]  wandring Day, A 
To thee my Delight it in the Evening I come : No | 
No matter what Beauties I fa in my a In 

They are but my Vifits; bat vg art 25 Hott, 

Then finiſh, dear Chibe,. Us Paſtoral War; | 

# And let us like Horace and Lydia 3 agree: r 

For thou art a Gitl as "much brighter than her, D f 

As tte 4 a Foet ſublimer than me. He's 
* 8 Oo. N 8 456. 6 ä An 

D E AR Colin, pre vent my warm Bluſhes,, No R 

" Sinee how can I ſpeak. without Pain? | Sha 
My Eyes have oft told my Wichess, 5 It's h 

Ch! can't you. their Meaning l. Ane 
My Paſſion wou'd loſe by e | | When 

And you too mi teruelly bla 3 Cup 
Then don't you expect a Ces 19 25 oung 

Of what is too tender to name. | 5 * Soon 
Since yours is the Province -— 065 rok | His bly 

Why. ſhow's you expect it from mie t 2 His 
Our Wiſhes ſhou' d be in our Keeping, Wou'd 

Till! 25 tell * what they end be: 95 | Of * 

Then _ 15 you diſcover ? well, 
Did yd vr 88 715 lac Lottures's "as m'a'; That 
I need not tell. Free gots over; .. | For eve; 

„W. 1 W 3 
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TEAR Dorinda, weep nv more, 


No more, my charming Creature, grieve z 
My Wandrings I will now give oer, 
And in the peaceful Shades will live. 
With thee, my Joy, will live and love, 


Conſtant as Nature to its Courſe ; 
As conſtant as the Turtle- Dove, 


Whoſe Love Death only can divorce, 


Thy Sighs no more can Silvia hear, 
Thy pretty Innocence has won 
Me, all my Paſſion to dechare, _ 

Which can be due to you alone, 


hy of my Mind, then let us haſte, 
And join our Hands as Hearts are 


No flying Moments let us wafte, 


In which we greater Joys may find. | 
8 0 N. G 458, 


DEAR Johnny's a Lad fo gay, 
He's all my Heat's Delight; 
He's all my Charms by Day, 

And all my Dreams by Night. 
No Rival ever here, 

Shall Johnny's Love moleſt: 
It's he alone's my Care, 

And dwells within my Breaft, 
When firſt that we did meet, . 

Cupid he play'd his Part © 
Young Johnny's Kiſſes ſweet  - 
Soon ſtole into my Heart: 
His blythe and bonny Parte, 

His witty gilded Tongae 
Wou'd raviſh all the Hearts 

Of Virgins fair and young. 
Vell, Johnny, fince I find _ 

That to me you are true, 
For ever I']11 be kind, 

And conſtant unto ycws 


6 $755 


- *Tis ours to be forward and * 
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Then to the Kirk let's go; 2 
Where we'll be fairly wed: 
Our Joys will ever flow, > 
In the lawfol Marriage-Bed. 

S O N G 49, 

DEAR Madam, when Ladies are willing, © 

A Man needs muſt look like a Fool; 


For me, I would not give a Shilling, 


For one that can love out of Rule: 
At leaſt you ſhou'd wait for our 85 
Nor ch like old Maids in Deſpair; ; 


If you've liv'd to theſe Years without Proffers, 


Your Sighs are now loft in the Air, 


| You ſhould leave us to gueſs at your Wishing, 


And not ſpeak the Matter - too plain; 


And yours to affect a n: 
That you're in a terrible taking, © 
By all your fond Oglings LE 
The Fruit that will fall wit ſhaking, 
Indeed, is too mellow for me. 
S. O N G. 
DEAR Molly, why ſo oft in Tear, 4 
Why all theſe Jealoufies and Fears, 
Far thy bold Son of Thunder 40 
Have Patience till we've conquer'd France, 


Thy Cloſet ſhall be ſtor'd with _— 


Ye Ladies like ſuch Plunder... 
Before Toulon thy Yoke-mate lies, 


|. Whereall the live-long Night he fighs 


— x - — __ —— 


For thee in louſy Cabin: 
And tho' the Captain's Chloe cries, 
»Tis I, dear Bully, prithee riſe—- 

He will not let the Drab in. 


But ſhe, the cunning' ſt Jade alive, 


Says, tis the readieſt Way to thrive, 


By ſharing Female Bounties: . | 
And, if he'Il be but kind one Night, 
She vows he ſhall be dubb'd a Whey: a 

When the is made a n. 1 


Then tells of ſmooth young Pa 
(abier'd, and of ther 1 Liv'ries i fo. | 
Who late to Peers belonging, 
Are nightly now compell'd to tradge 
With Links, becauſe they would not. . 
To fave their Ladies Longing. bs 
Bat Vol, the Eunuch, cannot be, 
A colder Cavalier than big Uk 
In all ſuch Love Adventures? ' © 
Then pray do you, dear Molly, take, — 
ſome Chriftian Care, and do not r 1 
Your conjugal Indentures. ih 7 
Bllair! who does not Beflair k ? Wy 
The Wit, the Beauty, and the 
Gives out, he loves you 
And many a Nymph attack'd — 
4nd ſoft Impertinence and Noiſe, 
Full oft' has beat a Parley, 
ut, pretty Turtle, when the Blade 
hall come with arh*rous Serenade, 
Soon from the Window tate un, 
bet if Reproof will not prevail, 
lu he perchance attempt to cle, 
Diſcharge the Jordan at him. | 
8 Oo * G 36 
D EAR Pinckaninny, A 4, 41 
If half a Guinea, 
To Love will win ye, 
| lay it here down 3 © 
Ne muſt be thrifty, 
Twill ſerve to ſhift Ye 
And I know fift r. 
we do't for a Crown, 
come ſo boldly; © / 
King's Money fo fowles- 
That 8 all Things holy, 
Ti alt I can ſay ; 
la I'm ſo rapt in 
Nhe Snare that I'm trapt in, 
2 m a true Captain, | 
more than my Pay. 


* 
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You dare be ſo bold ; 


Thus to be making, - a k Ms; 


| Or dream too of taking 


Other Town Miſſes 


r LAID) e 

But who me Bb e, 
Full Twenty fall pay 5 _ 

To all poor Rogues 

Thus, ar Krut, and a baff, | 


5 > S O * 0 FA 


DEAR pretty Maid, don't fy me fo, ON 
22 Nu. 
Don't fly me ſo, turn once moe 

Pretty Maid, turn this W). 
In Yend Amour we'll paſs away Time, , 

Wich innocent Sport and Joys / 0 
We'll ſweetly love, and our WP. a 

1 e e 


Beauty will foon decay 3 


© Think, oh my Dear, Time . 


Beauty will ſoon decay. 
TY 
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Dran Roger, i your rer 


And anſwer Kindneſs with a Sight, 
Seem unconcern d at her Neglect, 
For Women in a Man delight: 
But them deſpiſe who're ſoon defeat, 
And with a fimple Face give way - 


To a Repulſe—— then be not blate, 


* bauldly on, and win 3 


* 


| ban what they never mens : 
Ne'er ＋ their pretty Iying Tongue; 
But tent the Language of t ir Een; 2 
theſe'agree; and the perfiſt © © * 
To anſwer all your Love with n 
bk elſewhere to be better bleſt, 
IN her Beh when * tis too late. 
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DE jected as true Converts die, 
But yet with fervent Thoughts inflan's 

V Faireft, at your Feet I he, ö 

0f all my Sex's s Faults aſham d. 

Foo long, alas ! have I defy'd d 

The Force of Love's almighty Flame, 

Ind often did aloud deride 

His Godhead, as ani empty Nun. 

kt fince ſo freely I confeſs | 

A Crime, which may'your Scorn prodyce, 

ilk me bow to make f it leſs, 

By any juſt and fair ne 

then did vulgar Joys 

Variety was all my 5 15 

hut ignorant of Love and you, - 

How could I chuſe but - amiſs ? 

erer now my wand ring Eyes 

Search out Temptations as before; 

once I look, but to deſpiſe 

Their Charms, and value yours the more: 

y {ad Remorſe, and guilty, Shame, 

Revenge your Wrongs.on faithleſs me 

Dian ta . T. 
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ſis, TYElia, how long muſt I deſpair, 
And tax you with Diſdain; 

Still to my tender Love ſevere, 
Untouched when I complain. 2 


* Bae — a "gs 
nn 1x OI 


Th r. Myſterious = =p. 
| F ...-- Tell —— why s one. 


" With Merit, 
Ro W ts die ? 


Why am s | 
The Waim chef to gle? 


Del, On Fate alone depends Succeſs, _ | 
* And Fancy Reaſon ovrr- rules; 
| | Or why ſhould Virtue ever miſs 
Reward, ſo often giyen to Fook.? | 
Tis not the Valiant nor the Witty, 
But who alone is born to pleaſe ; 
.Love does 1 r Pity, : 
r chuſe but whom be een 


8 | SONG 466. 
DElia,. F thou wilt not woe me, 
| Prithee ſpare one fingle Ki, 
8 In good Faith, tis a . & me, 
To deny ſo ſmall a Bliſs. 
Prithee knit no more thy Brows,- 
| Prithee knit no more thy Brows, 
+ _ Frowns diſgrace a charming Face, 
And but make vs Paſtime loſe. 
Put on a little dimpling Smile, 
Pleafing Looks the Heart beguile, | 


8 0 46. 
Dru, when I e'er rewe, 
Dreams delightfal more thap es 
When my Fancy me beguit'd, - 
* 2 2 qa Delia mib d, 
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How let hted then a by” op 3: 5 
let me love thus, = Ar hg TK 375 
( ! if Love cou d more alle, 

Thos I'd wiſh thee willing ne; 

Thus to languiſh on-my Breaft, 


Fx x 117 * a6 k 
* 4 * 
5 4 F * ww . 
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/ 


1 F'l take the Wars that bortſed Billy from , 5 


Who to love me juſt had fwornz | 
ey made hich Captain fore to undo ne, 4 of 
Wo's me! he'll ne'er return. 

1 thooſand Loons abroad will fight him, 
| He from thouſands ne'er will run: 15 
Dy aud Night I did invite him, 

| To ſlay at home from Sword'and Gun, 


I us'd alluring Graces, Se 8 
With muckle ele kind Embraces, 


low fighing, then —_ Tears dropping fall 3 * ; 


And had he my 
Preferr'd to War 8 3 
Lore grown mad, without the Man of God, 2 
1 fear in my Fit I had granted all. | 


Ivath'd and patch'd, to make me look provoking; 


| ares that hoy told me wou'd catch the Men, 
d on my Head a huge Commode fat poking,. 

Which made me ſhew as tall again 

for a new Gown too I id muckle Money, 


Which with golden in did ſhine 3 "wy 


By Love well might think "me gay and bon 
L Lab ene fone 1 
. W 


x Þ * 
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3 and Silk-Hole, e 


Were you to ſearch o' er India's Coat, 


And did the tatling Echo chide; 
For fear ſome Breath, or moving Afr, 


WELLS 


But oh! the fatal Thought, © 
| To Billy theſe are nought; z 
Who rode to Towns, and rifled With Ptsgoom, 
When he, filly Loon, might have Plunder ' 0 me, 
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D E EP melancholic Thoughts ariſe, 
And gloomy Cares arvound/me 87 
Which fill my Soul with dire —_ 
And dreadful Pains, and Woes fi 


And all their plenteous Vines ſurvey, 
You'd find they can't fuch'Liquer beaft,. 

As can. my piercing Grief allay: | a 
Or cou'd you drain the Sea, by Art. 

Not all its wat'ry Stores can co! | 
Thoſe Flames that rage within my Heat | 

And burn and waſte my inmoſt Soul, - 


V 8 A». 1 
Dcpeiring as I fat alone, .. 7 Av 
In a ſhady myrtle Grove, .. 

When to each gentle Sigh. and Mon, 

Some neighb' ring Echo gave a 8 

Came by the Man I love. 
Ob! how I ſtrove my Grief to hide 3 
J panted, bluſh'd, and almoſt 0 % 


Shou'd to his Ears my Sorrow bear. - 


And oh! ye Pow rs! J die to ain 
But one poor parting Kiſs; f 
And yet I lie on Racks of Pain, | _ ; 
That e'er I ſhoy'd a Wiſh retain, | n 
Which Honour thinks amiſe. 3 
Thus are poor Maids unkindiy us'd, 1 | 
By Love and Nature both abus d; 
Our tender Hearts all is refus d 
And when we burn with ſecret * | 


Muſt bear our Grief, or die with Shame. 
SONG 
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A Shepherd forſaktp 

And whilſt a falſe Nymph was his Theine; | 

A Willow ſupported his esd!!! 
The Wind that blew over the Pen 6 5 


To his Sighs with a Sigh did replů y 


And the Brook, —— N 


Ran mournfully — 4 d 07 d 
Alas! filly Swain that I W. 
Thus ſadly complaining Deve, e era 


When firſt I bebeld that fair Face, ait aA. 
Twere better by far I had dye 

She talk'd, and Iles a the * ena 9 
When the ſmil'a, W] a Pleaſute too gear: 21 

I liten'd, and oy, When the feng, 4 
Was Nightingale ever ſo ſweet4, 

How fooliſh was 1 to believe + i 0 
She could doat on fe lowly a Clomn! TY 


Or that her fond Heart would not grieve ) 26. Vf 
To fotſake the fine Folks. of the IS 9 
To think that a Beauty fo g % hi 4 7 1e {1 1 * 
So kind and ſo conſtant would a=; „5 e 
To go clad like our Maiden in grey, N UL 
And live in a Cottage on Le. e 55 

What tho' I have Skill to complain, 2442 
Tho' the Muſgy my Temples have cond? | 

What tho when they hear Sock 4 d 1 
* r* fit weeping 8 © 

Ah Collin! = 4 1 ) 454 * 

Thy Pipe a 8 4 ln er 1 grad? 
Thy Fair one inelines to a ne * - 4624 £KL 
Whoſe Muſic is ſweeter t a thine, * s 

and you my Companions ſo dest 
Who forrow to ſee me OG | 

Whatever I ſuffer, forbear, | 1 
Forbear to accuſe the falſe . 4 

E thro' the wide World I ſhould range, | "TOY 2 
Ti in vain from my Fortune to fy zj 


Twas hers to be falſe, and to 


To mie tobe conſtant, . Dd a, If 
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Ir while my hard Fate I ſuſtain, 
la her Breaſt any Pity i found, 
Let her.come with the 1 Nymphs af the Pla, 
75 And ſee me laid low in the Ground : 
The laſt humble Boon that I crave, 
Is to ſhade me with Cypreſs and Yew, 
And when ſhe looks down on my Grave, 
Let her own that her Shepherd was true. 
hat wore wp rings let her- 80, n 
And dec in golden Array, 
Be fineſt at ev'ry fine Show, 
And frolick it all the long Day: 
While Collin, forgotten and gane, 
| No more ſhall be heard of, or ſeen, 
| Unleſs when beneath the pale Moon 
Z Als Ghoſt ſhall glide over the Green, 


As I ungrateful Nanny do? | 
Was ever Shepherd's Heart ſo ſore, 

Or ever braken Heart ſo true? | 
My Checks are ſwell'd with Tears, but 20 | 
Has never wet a Cheek for me. 

If Nanny call'd, did;e'er I flay? © 

Or linger, when the bid me run „ 
She only had the Word to ſay, 

And all ſhe wiſh'd Was quickly ae: 2 
T always think of her, but ſhe” 

ne er beſtow a Thought owe. 
To let her Cows my Clover taſte, 

Have I not roſe b wk By 
Did ever Nanny's Heike faſt, 

If Robin in his Barn bad Hy? 

Tho' to my Fields they welcome were, 
I ne'er was welcome yet to her. . 
If ever Nanny loſt a Sheep, ” 
Then chearfully I gave her oz 


And I her Lambs did ſaſely keep | 
Within my Folds in Froſt and e 


5 Have they not there from Cold been free ? ft 
| But Nanny Gill is 29 1 


ö 
| 
[| 
[ Y 
! 
x 
} 
! 
! 
1 


e 
When Nanfly to the Well did mme, 
'Twas I that did her Pitchers M4 

full as they were I brought: chem home; 
Her Corn I carry'd to the Mill ?.. 

My Back did beat the Sack; hut he 

Will never bear the Sight of tne, 


To Nanny*s Poultry Oats I gave, | 
I'm ſure they always hed the beſt : 
Within this Week her Pigeons have 
kat up a Peck of Peaſe, at leaſt ; 
Her little Pigeons lciſo, but Be 
Will never take a Ki from me. 

Moſt Robin always Nanny, wo, 
And Nanny fill on Robin frown ? 
Als ! poor Wretch.! what ſhall I d 
If Nanny does not love me ſoon? _ 

If no Relief ts me ſhe N bring, . 

Ill hang me in her Apron- ftring. 
952 8 © N 8 473. 

D w out Lovers. know, . 

What a 1 Bo 
Fweeter wou'd * Wooing prove, | 
Shorter were the Way to Love, | 1. 

Unkind Commands 7 5 they obey, EE 
We ſoffer mort, much more, than * | 
And anleo rebel were kinder Aill, 44 

Yhan to obey dur Will, 
ON G . 

Ke, Y you not onte, Lucinda, vow 

Yqu would love none but me? 
Ke. Ay, but my Mother tells me now, 
I muſt love Wealth, not thee. 
tle, Cruel, , thy Love lies in thy Pow t. 
1 . Mai to 2 0 Dow 
bude at how ſtazll thy Dow? 
Is, in reſpect 6f mme. a 4 


Ne, Is it becauſe my Sheep ate poor, 
Or chat fy Flocke . 3 
dhe. No, but 1 cannot CONE 4 0 1 . . 


_ 


1222 6 
| He. Ab me! ah me! mock yon my Grief 
| She. I pity thy bad A 
He. Pity for Love's but Relief, 
/ I'll rather chuſe your Hate, 
| She, Content thy ſelf, Shepherd, awhile, 
I'll love thee by this Kiſs; 
. Thou ſhalt have no more Cauſe to mourn, 
Than thou canſt take in this. 
He. Bear record then, ye Pow'rs above, 
And all thoſe holy Bands; 
For it appears, the trueſt Love 
Springs not from Wealth nor Lands. 
„ 16h. cbs, 7 £ WAI 
She, TY ID you not promiſe me when you lay by me, 
: That you would marry me; can you deny me ? 
He, If I did promiſe thee, *twas but to try thee, 
Call up your Witneſſes, elſe I defy thee. 
She, Ah! who would truſt you Men, that ſwear and 
Born only to deceive; how can you do ſo ? [vow fo, 
He, If we can ſwear and lie, you can difſemble, 
And thento hear the Lie, would makeone tremble. 
She. Had I not lov'd, you had found a Denial, 
Miu tender Heart, alas! was but too real; 
He. Real I know you were, I've often try'd ye, 
Real to forty more Lovers beſides me. 
She. If thouſands lov'd me, where's my Tranſgreſſion, 
You wete the only He, e'er got Poſſeſſion ? 
He, Thou ll prettily, ere thou could' ſt go, 
8 Child; ee, e | 
But I'm too old and wiſe to be ſham'd ſo, Child, ud ut 
She. Tho? y' are ſo cruel you'll never believe me, 
Yet do but take the Child, all I forgive thee. 
He. Send your Kid home to me, I will take Care ont, 
IP't has the Mother's Gifts, "twill prove a rare one. le there 


| \ 


3 D genes ſurly and proud, _ : Wd Plate 
| Who ſnarl'd at the Macedon Youth, He for 
Delighted in Wine that was good, f had i 
Becauſe in good Wine there 1 Tru: But His Ml 

1 | „ 45 


7 4 
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growing 48 as was a3 

pe unable _ A Flaſe, | 
He choſe for his Manſion a Tub, 

And liv'd by Scent of the Caſk. 
Heraclitus ne er wou'd deny ©, 

To tipple and cheriſh his Heart, 
And when he was maudling, wou' d * E 

Becauſe he had empty'd his Quartz 
Tho! ſome are ſo fooliſh to think, = 

He wept at Men's Follies and Vice, # 
When twas only his Cuſtom to drin 

Till the Liquor flow'd opt of his 5 
democritus always was glad = 

Of a Bumper to chear up his Soul, DL 
And would laugh like a Man that was mad, 44 

When over a full flowing Bowl; - -..- 
k long as his __ e 

The Liquor he'd merr 5 
a when e was d 1 | 

At thoſe that were ſober he'd laugh, | 


Copernicus too, like the reſt, 


Believ'd there was Wiſdom i in Wine, 
lud thought that a Cup of the beſt 

Made Reaſon the brighter to ſhine 3 
With Wine he repleniſh'd his Veins, 

And made his Philoſophy reel, 
Then ary Ah the World, like bis Brains, 
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Turn'dTound like a Chariot Wheel. 
Inftotle, that Maſter of Arts, 
Had been but a Dunce without Wine ; 
And what we aſcribe to his Parts, 
k due to the Juice of the Vine: 
ls Belly, ſome Authors. agree, 
Was big as a watering Trough 3 
i& therefore leapt into the Sea, 
becauſe he d have Liquor enough. 
N Plato, that learn'd Divine, 
te fondly to Wiſdom was prone; * 
Hit had it not been for good Wine, 
fin Merits we ne er h uld have knoyn:; 
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It furniſhes Fancy with Wings, 
Without it we ne'er fhou'd have had 
Philoſophers, Poets, . 
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D Iſtracted with Care 

For Phillis the Fair; 
Since nothing cou'd move ber, 
Poor Damon her Lover, 7 
Reſolyes in Deſpair 
No longer to languiſh, 
Nor bear fo much 8 + 
But, mad with his Love, 
To a Precipice goes; 
Where a Leap from above 
Wou'd ſoon finiſh his Woes, 


When in Rage he came there, 
Beholding how fteep © 
The Sides did appear, 
And the Bottom how deep; 
His Torments projecting, 1 
And fadly reflecting, ,x, 
That a Lover forſaken 
A new Love may get; .« 
But a Neck when once broken, 


Can never be ſet * 


And, that he cou'd die 
Whenever he wou'd ; 

But, that he cou'd live 

But as long as he cou: 
How grievous ſoever 

 Fhe Torment might grow, 
He ſcorn'd to endeavoùr . 
To finith it ſo. 8 
But Bold, Unconcerfi 4 

At Thoughts of the leon 

Fe calmy return'd 

To his Cottage agains 


% 2 


By Wine we are generous made, 
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Divine Aſtrea hither flew, 

To Cynthia's brighter ; 

de left the from World below, - a 
To bleſs the Silver Moon:: 

the left the Iren World below, 

To bleſs the Silver Moon. 

Tho' Phœbus, with bis hotter Beams, 
Does Oed in Earth create; 

That leads thoſe Wretches to Extreams 
Of Av'rice, Loſt, and . 


% N 0499 


D hine Cecilia, now grown old, 

Mat yield w one of freſher Mould 5 
Her Strains brought Angels down to hear, 
And liften with a raviſſi d Ear: : 

Jet been fuch Horan of Ships, = 

lt tempt them to anot pe; 
Au make them! leave their Heay'n behind, 
To wed the Davgbters of Mankind. 

There needs no Angel from the Skies; 

4 real Goddeſs charms eur Eyes: | 7 

ks Venus to /Eneas prov'd, 


v look'd, ſo talk'd, fo ſmil'd, 874 : 


When Purcel Au ning Notes ſhe ſings, 


Appluding Cupids clap their Wings, .. 


Miſtake her for their Cy iy Jef, 6 
Her Infant too for one o them. 


She graceful leads the dancing Choir, 
uu ſmooth as Air, as quick as Fire; 
Now rifing like the bounding Roe, 
Now finks as Flakes of feather d . 

In ſacred Story may be read, 

How Dancing coſt St. John his Head z 
Ve here expoſe a nobler Part., 
aw no Head is worth a n. 


— * 


pw 


N 
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Do but view my charming, — 
— What with ber werd yav Compare? 
Fairer than the Poet's Lily; 
Sweeter than the Morning Air. 
Happy he who can be neat the, 
And fighs from his Soul for thee; 
And thrice happy if he hears thee, 
And more, if he hears like me. 


And if a kinder Look be given, 
If ſhe's tender as ſhe's fair, | 
Can the Gods, with all their "Heaven, 
In their Bliſs with him compare ? 
When I ſee the lovely Charmer, 
I do feel a ſubtle Flame, 
Which from Vein to Vein fies warmer, 
And does kihdle all my Fame. 


And, as the fierce Tranſport ſeizes. 
On my Heart, and all my Mon, 5 
My Tongue is dumb, and 5155 n 2 
Quite loft, and no Voice 


I burn, I freeze, Iam — 
| Pleaſure in my Soul is ipread ; 

I figh, I tremble, much „ 
And am unto Reaſon desd. 


8 o N 080 481. 
Do not aſk me, 8 0 | 
Why 1 lead you here alone 
By this Bank of Pinks and IE Cy 
And Roſes newly blowty. 


*Tis not to behold the N 
Of thoſe Flow'rs that crown the . 
"Tis, to- but I ktiow m ä 
And 1 dare not name the Thing. 
?Tis, at worſt, but her denying, - 
Why ſhould I thus fearful be? 
Ey'ry Moment gently flying, 
— and lays, Make uſe of me. 


47 A 


And I dare not name the- W + 
Yet I die if 1 conceal tg: vg 
A my Eyes, and aſk; —.— 
1nd if neither can reveal Gene x56 Þ 
Think what Lovers think: alone. 4 0 of 14 
pu this Bank of Pinks and Une, : e 11 
Might I ſpeak what I would do ' | 0 1 
could, with my lovely Phillis,” + n 200 
| would, I would, ---ah! would not you 
S O N.-G 482. | 13 
Os yo 


eize me, let me go, 

Let me go, aac 2. i} A | 
0! pray now, Dear now, let me go; 4 ä it 
do cloſe you preſs, ſo warm you. Wes, 17 


Nat the Sun does to theſe gte 1! 17 
File the eme pig gently-in, 6 
[yould-------- but my re. ub. ef ning N 


What 'tis you mean I do not know, _ 4 
It fear you are reſolv d to let me 80, let me go, 
Reſolv d to force a Maid to marry. 8 
eet, if you love me, let „ | 
bh me go, let me $9, 
wet, if you love me, let me 80: 
If longer thus you ogling ſtand, 
ang on my Waiſt, and ſqueeze my Hal 
far I ſhall conſent to let me go, let me go, 
| fear I ſhall conſent to marty, _ 
S 0 N G 433. 
D Omeſtic Bird, whom wint' ry Blaſts 
To ſeek for human Aid compel, 
lo me for Warmth and Shelter fly, 3 
Welcome beneath my Roof to well. | 15 
plies thy Hunger to relie ve b aþuh) | 2 
['l daily at my Window lay, | 
Wur'd that daily thoſe Supplies, a 
With grateful Song thou wut vepay. | 


m 23 the new returning Sprint 


Shall call thee forth io Woods and Groves 
ey revifit then the Scene | 


Vach Notes ſo ſweet as thine approves, | 
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But if another Winter's Froft ' 
Shall bring me back. my Book again, 
Again with Muſic came prepar'd, 
Thy friendly Hoſt to entertain. 
The ſaered Pow'r of © 
In this its beſt Effects appears ; 
That Friendſhip in its ſtricteſt Bond 
It both engages and <endears. 7 
In Mufic's rayiſhing Delight, - . 
You feathe d Flocke with Men pee; 
Of all the animated World | 
The ny Harmoniſts are we. 


s % * 
Qrinds has ſuch pow rful Arts 
| D Such an attractive Air, RE 
None can reſiſt her conqu'ring Darts, 
But gladly yield their captive Hearts 
To ſo divine a Fair. 
Thus the myſterious Loadftone's Pow'r 
Each wand'ring Atom draws 3 
From Pole to Pole they take their Saum | 
Confin'd by an intrigfic Force, 
And circle in its Laws. * 
Magnetic Pow'rs her Charms attend ; 
But then here lies the Riddle : 
The Loadſtone does its Force extend, 
And ftrongeſt draws at either End, 
Dorinda i in the middle. 
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Orinda's ſparkling Wit and Eyes, 
Uniting, caft too fierce a Light, 
Which blazes high, but quickly dies, 
Pains not the Heart, but hurts the Sight: 
Love is a calmer gentle Joy, 
1 Smooth are his Looks, and ſoft his Rees 
1 Her Cupid is a Black- guard - boy. | 
| That runs hip link full in your Face. 


SONG 


1 OWN in the North. 

As ancient Reports do tell, 
hen fame matey Ti,” 
| doe call it Merry Wakefield : 
Und in this Country 1 4 

A Farmer there did dwell, 

Her Trealure r 
h ſhe was travelling 
Over Hills and . hi; gh, 
Vhere a Shepherd ſhe did eſpy. 
| Shepherd | O Shepherd | quoth e, 
Many Days to you God ſend, 
Im a Maid, and ſhall be 
Unleſs you ſtand my n lone, 


a Hills and Mountains bigh, | 
Jive been travelling many a Mile, 
area urn Arnie 7 : 
down ” me, 
gd II ſhow thee a 8 
won, by a full long Mile. 
air Maid ſhe drew nigh 
* out his Bagyiy ro 
10 0 her ſuch a Tune, EP 
lhe all oy er to ring, Wt 
ll the Time would but pe = 
For fear I ſhould forg wedge 
1 di It over . — 1 1 
Mnve this fair Maid u. _ 
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*( 314) 
My deareſt Swain, quoth ſhe, ay > Te. 
"A thouſands times adieu: 
And if ever I chance to loſe my Way, 
JT To find it, I'll come ta you.  _ 


8 ON 6 a4. 
DR AW, Copid, draw, K.. 
And make fair Sylvia know 
be mighty Fein 
ö Her ſuff ring Swain oi 
Does for her undergo. ET 
| Convey his Dart © Y, ag 
Into her Heart: 
And when ſhe's ſet on Fire : 5 er 
| Do thou return * n 
1 And let her burn 
3 Like me in chaſte Defire. 
That, by Experience ſhe 
May learn to pity me, | 
Whene'er her Eyes 
O'er wy Captivity: 2255 ES + 
= But when in Love Sik 
We jointly move, | 
And tenderly embrace, . _. 
Like Angels thine . 
To one another's Face, e hs n : 


S O- N * 
DRUNK I was lt Night, der 
. My Wife began to ſcold ; --.. 
Say what I cou'd for wy: Heart's B . 
Her Clack ſhe went is Dold. 
Thus her Chat the did begin, 5 of abs 
| Is this your Time of e 
The Clock ftrikes One, you ee, 
If thus you lead your Life, 
|| But what you ay i is 22 . 
1 I do intend wy Life 2 
. Proy lend's the re oY 


4 


TY 
"oh 418 2 
bear 
2 = 0 
1 never 
522 oe you = | 
= 2 * 
= "Heart . 
er yoo y 
With — 
In Tj break my 
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x | 
no, 
12 EM 
a EE 
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lave : = 
I tell K : 
Iv = 
25 = ſo coy 
REESE 
ie Bars 
ell me — 
'll neit 


miſpend your Prime, | 
= 
eſent Time, 
ly uſe 5 — wn Ig 
But _ _ - =D 
Nor | 
e 
i 5 - 
» * 2 DM — ; 
NS — 
t 
5 27 * 
COP Youth Fn mi revign, 
bm nde hg „ 
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3 555 ) 
And kindly crown his Joys 3 21 
If in your Bloom you yield: to ws. 
The Swain will ever conſtant prove, 
When Age that Bloom deſtroys. | 
S' O N GC ''4or. | 
D U LL Bufineſs, hence, avoid this ſacred Round 
To Mirth and mighty Love let ev*ry Bowl be crown' 
The ſparkling Nectar ſee, it fans the Lover's Fire, 
And emulates thoſe Smiles its ſprightly Draughts inſpi 
The gen rous Juice who ſcorns, and wears a fullen Bro 
Still let his Miſtreſs frown, and he no Pleaſure know, 
To Chloe's Name let's conſecrate the Glaſs ; 
Chloe ſhall make each Round with livelier Tranſport pa 
What tho' the Brain ſhould rock, and ſwimming E 


- mould roll; A 
Love, nighty Love, does more; intoxicates- the Sou 
Theny like true Sons of fe „let's laugh at the Preciſ D 
When Wiſdom grows au te, 'tis Folly to be wile, 
_ This tis to live; thus Time is nobly loſt: WI 
Io drink, and love, i is all dull Man from Life can bo: a 
Thou Fiend Reflection , hence ! Mirth ſhall not be allay For 
Tho? leſs'ning Tapers waſte, and the pale Stars tho A 
No matter when the Moon, orbrighterPhebus riſe z fai for 
The Morn's in Chloe's Cheek, add Phobus in her E S 
| S ON G 492. 
DD Vinbarton's Drums beat bonny---O, E4 
When they mind me of my dear 1 cred | 
How happy am I, Whe 
- When my Soldier is by,- | H 
While he kiſſes and bleſſes his, Anale-4=0 10 If bat 
*Tis a Soldier alone can delight me---O, Te 
For his graceful Looks do invite me- -G 3 0 let 
. While guarded in his Atme, To 
I'll fear no War's Alarms, 
Neither Danger nor Death ſhall fright me---O. Rei 
My Love is a handſome Laddie- 1 * _ 
Genteel, but ne*er foppiſh nor gaudy---O ; 5 | 
Tho“ Commiſſions they are dear, | On 
Yet I'll buy him one this Year, wy 


+ Ex he tall urs wo Kia 'Cadie==-0; 


't 317) 
A Soldier has Honour and Bravery-+-O, >: 4h 
Unacquainted with Rogues and their Rao: 
He minds no other Thing IS, 
But the Ladies. or the R 
for every other Care is but + ney | 
Then I'll be the Captain's Lady---Q, © 
Farewell all my Friends and my Daddy---0 „ 
I'll wait no more at home, 
But I'll follow with the Drum, 
And whene er that beat, Pu be ready---O, 
Dumbatton's Druras ſound , | 
They are ſprightly like my dear my 1 
How happy ſhall I be, 
When on my Soldier's NKnee, 
And be kiffes and bleſſes his — 
S O N G 493 
Dog and Part of Reaſon, WH el 
Plead ftrong on the Parenty Side, © | Me 
Which Love ſuperior call Treaſon : | 
The ſtrongeſt muſt be obey'd; 
For now tho? I'm one of the Gentry, 
My Conſtancy Falſhood repells ; 
For Change in my Heart is no Entry, 
Still there my dear Peggy excels 
S O N G 494- 
EACH Glance from Margaretta's Eyes, 
Can Life or Death diſpenſe, 
Whene'er the frowns her Lover dies, 
Her Smiles recal departing Senſe. - 


If barely to behold can move 
To ſuch a vaſt Degree, 
O let my Raptures ftill i 1npoores 
To tafte as well as 8 þ | 
c 4536. 


8 0 
RCCHO ber 928 Nie inclines 
To thy tranſporting Song 5 B. 
bor thee, and for thy — Lines, 
=_ wiſhes to be young: _' 
Nircifſus ſhou*d not be her Choice, 


$4 are his a * Voice, | 
+ aQ 
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| 38 Y 
or all the Muſes the has known, / 
She votes to them the Boyer, 
Whoſe Pipe is 3 err her own, 5 
A When ſhe the Sighs conv , 
|. Ofev'n tuneful Waller's Heart, +) 526% 
And thrills *em out with all ber Art > 
Inrag'd, ſhe ſnatches from my T 
The half- repeated ſound, 
And. greedily does it prolong' - 
| To all the Valleys round 5 © 
- Grown fonder now of Tunſtall's name, 
Than any other Son of Fame. 
Ah ! if a Shadow jealous efows, © 
And envies me thy Praiſe, - 
What Feuds amongſt my fairer — 
Will humble Clio raiſe - 
They'll wonder where this Clio We, | 
Made ſo immortal by thy Lines. _— 
Surpris d to find the Sun-burnt Maid, 
Thy Praiſes renders van, 
Stretch'd underneath a lonely Shade, | 
So unpolite and plain; | 
They' U ſee thy fine Ideas rife 
Ftom thy own Wit, not Clio? wh.” 
What ſprightly Fancy does appear 
In every beauteous WP 
The Lover and the Poet here 
So gracefully are brought; 
How dull is ſhe that does not chaſe 
A Lover, with fo ſoft a Muſe. 
*Tis by ſatyrick Poets told, 
The mercenary Heart,” | 
Valeſs they dip the Point in Gold, 
Repels the baffled Dart; I 8 
But he, who will ſucceed with mine, ,  ' - 
' Muſt woo with Verſe, , inſtead of Coin. 
Had Phcbus charm'd his flying Fair, 
* Oh, Tunſtall ! with thy Art, 
Her Sou) had ſoften'd at his Prayer 
If made like Clio's Hearty z 3 
: my 


_ 
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| Were 1 transform d into a Tree, | 
Vn lit ning Boughs wou d dance to the, 

FOvid thus had. tun'd his Lyre, 

His Cæſar had been kind; Ati 22.7 

Thine will a gentler Fate inſpire, - LY pt 5 8 3 


If Cæſar's of my Mind. 
Ff Ovid cou'd have ſung like — 
4 Song had bought his Liberty. 
Repos'd upon the Muſes Breaſt 
The happy Tunſtall hes: ' 
Thus Philomela builds her Neſt Jews 1 
Remote from vulgar E 5 f 
Till he reveals, by her ſweet dien, ; 
The fav' rite Bough ſhe makes her choice, - 
kjond the reach of Power, or Chance, 
Thy Numbers will ſurvive ; 
Thy Chains, thence, Merit will advance, 
And keep thy Fame alive: 
k worſt, but half of thee can fall; 
. Verſe can never die at all, 
„ Tunſtall ! if the Heavenly Chunks; - 
Does thy Aſſiſtance want, 
To niſe th? angelick Chorus higher, 
And thou art made a was. os 
dy Wit a Legacy: beſtow, | | 
hat I may fing thy Name below; -- 
Iby noble Gift ſhall be repay'd,' - - 
With [ntereſt,” at thy Tomb; 
J flowing Tears and Verſe I'll thed,. 
To keep thy Bayes in Boom; 
Ily Muſe a Loadſtone then may be, 
Ind raiſe my flagging Soul to thee. 
S ON 8 „ 1 
ER the Uſe of Words I knew, 4 ” | 
By my Eyes to ſpeak I eite 
nlly ever fix d on you, 5 
They ſo early faid, 1.love, 
um Nurſe and Mo fled ; 5 Ss 
And to dear Vinella ran; 
_ held us, and one Bed; 
, you cry, you're now a Man. 


You'd be of ade Mind, - 
; If you weigh'd the worth of Tire, ITY 
And how long you ve to be kind. . 
Once you wiſh'd the Years wou'd fly, - 
Aud bring on the Teens apace : - 
I too wilt d, but knew not why, 
Till I learnt it in your Face, | 
That you lov'd me yo ou cohfeſs'd, 
When we us'd to kiſs and toyr 
If you will not grant the veſt, : 
Oh that I were ſtill a Boy! 
S O N O 4297: 
E Nchanted by your Voite and Face, 
In pleaſing Dreams I fainting lie: 
I bleed, fair Nymph, I bleed apace, 
And oh ! I languidh i oh! 1 die! 


Sing, fair Nymph, and let your Eyes 
- Upon your proſtrate Slave be ſhed? 112 


An Angel's Face, an I's Voice, 
Whene'er they —— raiſe the Dead. 
S ON G 498. ! 
E Nough, enough, my Soul, of worldly Noiſe 
Of airy Pomps, and fleeting Joys; ; 1 
What does this buſy World provide at bett, | k 


But brittle Goods that breuk like Claſs; 
But poiſon'd Sweets, a troubl'd Feaſt, | I 
And Pleaſures like the Winds, that in a Moment pas 
Thy Thoughts to nobler Meditations give, 0 
And ſtudy how to die, not how to/live, . 4 
How frail is Beauty! Ah! how vain, 

And how 2 ** Glories ate, 

That vex our Nights wich Pd, 
And break our — tes wut | 
In Duſt we no Diſtinction ſee, ; 
Such Helen is, ſuch, Mira, chou muſt bach WY? 1 
How ſhort is Life ! Why - vaif Courtiets toll, 
And croud a vainer Monaich, fora Smile? 
What is that Monarch, but a mortal Man, 


th Crna Pega IH, Spin F" ad 


W mu ) 
| With alt his Guards and his Domitions, he 17 

Muſt ficken too, and die as welbas F 

Thoſe boaſted Names of Conquerors ind Kings ; 

Are ſwallow'd, and become forgotten Things: 
One deftin'd period Men in common have, a 
The Great, the Baſe, the Coward, and the Brave, 

All Food alike for Worms, r in the Grave. 
The Prince and Parafite together lie,, 

No Fortune can exalt, but-Death will climb a bigh. 


S ON G 499 
E Very Man take a Glaſs in his Hand, 
And drink a good Health to our King z 2 
Many Years may he rule o'er this Land; e 

May his Laurels for ever freſh ſpring: 
Let Wrangling and Jangling: Rraightway — 
Let ev'ry Man ſtriye for his nn 

Neither Tory, nor WAgj,„, EY 

With their Parties Jook bg 
Here's a Health to all wer Hi nd <p 
'Tis not owning a whimgcal Nome, | 

That proves a Man loyal and juſt T . 
Let him fight for his Country's . 

Be impartial at home, if in truſt : 
Tis this that proves him an honeſt 2 RG e N 
His Health we'll drink Da art * be Þ 

Then let's leave off Debate, - 

No Confufion create: 
Here's a Health to all honeft Men. 
Vhen « Company” s honeſtly | 115 * 

ith Intent to be merry and gay, a 
Their drooping Spirits to whet, Wen, 1 805 

And drown the Fatigues of the . 3 
What Madneſs is it thus to diſpute, * 5 pgs, 
When neither Side can bis Man ene, ae 

When you've ſaid what you Nets. Wy 4 * 

Vou' re. but juſt where you wete. 3 
Here's a Health” to all honeſt Men. 5 
Then agree, ye true Britons, 2 oe we 
And ne er quarrel about Shae n 5 
W Enemies trembling ſee, IR 

bat Englihean's alem the fame; For 
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E Xeuſe me, Celia, 1 d. 


. 4 $22 ) ; 
For our King, our Church, our: Law, and , 
Let's lay by all Feuds, and frxight ve 7 * ; 


Then who nded care a Fig, ; 
Who's Tory or Whig : - A GM 6 
Here's» Healh ui beg Man. | Sol * 
SD = 0 N 0 gow. - 
Ebert, | 
. — 9 Y 
Gully filing, higher dun your fe | 
To court our Love 3 e e 4 
See Jove, 
Thus deſcending ; om the lf Bis. 
|  Shew no * | 
— . by ger eee Te 
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. © 
The Gods have made you wond O breeds 8 ; 
Not to diſdain, but lo. 
Thoſe nice periciouy Forms deſpiſe, | whe Ab gon 

That cheat you of your Bliſs, 

Let Love inſtruct you to be : 
While Youth and Beauty. is, . E 6 
Whene'er thoſe Charms ſhall once . 

And Lovers diſappear, | 
Deſpair and Envy wall reply 
* levers  - 


> * 
« 4p 1 * a 
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| 8 0 N 8 805. 16 
PAIN wou'd you eaſe my, coal Heat, 
And by Examples prove, 

That Men unhurt may feel the but, 

And bear the Pain of Love. = a 
Why ſhould not I then dwg... 

The gen'ral Doom of all | 
is granted, moſt ſurvive 1 ne, 

Vet many by it fall. 


Your Counſels may my Thanks engages 4 
But not my Love controul 5 | 

Als! ſuch Juleps ne er r 1 5 
This Fe ver of the Soul. 4; 6:94 4457 7 

wh to the burning Pod b * M4 +541 + 
When Fate approaches ni,, 

Tell him that Thouſands thro? it le, 
While he muſt by it die. 


8 0 N 8 503 · 
AIR Amoret is gone aſtray, , | 
Purſue, and ſeek her, ev'ry Lover 4 
[il tell the Signs by which you may © © 
The wandring Shepherdeſs diſcover. 
(oquet and coy at once her Air, "hi 
Both ſtudy'd, tho? both ſeem neglected 3 
cueleſs ſhe is with artful Care, 
Affecting to ſeem unaffected. | 
With Skill her Eyes dart ey ry Glance, 
Yet change ſo ſoon you'd ne er ſulpet *em 3 
fir ſhe'd perſuade they wound by Chance, 
Tho' certain Aim and Art direct them. 
be likes herſelf, yet others hates : 
For that which in herſelf ſhe 8 v2 
Ind while ſhe laughs at them, forgets _ 
de is the Thing that ſhe deſpiſes, 
AIR, wg pling 
and gay, and young, 
All Charms, the play d, the danc'd, we bn; 
te was no way to "ſcape the Dart _ 
r a Lover's Heart, 


| (6324) | 
Ah why, ery' d I, ate rope Tear, 8 
delpairing'e'er! 
To have her to myſelf alone 
Was ſo much Sweetiels made for one? 
But growing bolder, in her Ear 
Il in ſoft Numbers told my Care 
She heard, and rais'd me from her Feet, 
And ſeem'd to glow:with equal Heat. 
Like Heav'n's, too mighty to expreſs, 
My Joys could be but known by Gueſs ; 
Ah Fool, ſaid I, what have I done, 
To wiſh her made for more than one ? 


But long I had not beenin view, 
Before her Eyes their Beams withdrew : 
Fer 1 had reckon'd half her Charms, 
She ſunk into anotber's Arma. 
But ſhe that once cou'd faithleſs be, 
Will favour him no more than me; 
He too will find himfelf undone, 3 
And that ſhe was not made for one. 
S 0 N G 3053. 
FAIR Celia Love pretended, | | 
And nam'd the Myrtle Bow'r, _ ; = = 
When Damon long attended . To} 
Beyond the promis'd Hour : 8 | 
At length impatient grow! 5 : 
Of anxious . | bl 
His Heart with Rage o 'erflowing, - 5 
He vented thus his Paſſion. * | FA 
To all the Sex, deceitful, F | = 
A long and laſt Adieu, 
- Since Women prove wn JO 
As oft as Men prove tive. 
The Pains they cauſe are many, 
And e _— 2 . 
| The Jo ey give (if any) «+ 
Fear, tore and unfincere, Ae Drs. na 
But Celia now repenting e e 
Her Breach of Aſſignation, 2 
Arriz'd with Eyes conſenting, 
And Sg Inclination; 


* 
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£ ( 32S.) 
| ik herea iling, 

Le oth and laid 8 4 
The Shepherd ceas d revi 

10 f thi Retantation, g 
How engaging, how endesring, 

[s 2 Lover's rg Caret 
4nd what Joys the ph's appeafing 

After Abſence or Baar 1 
Women wiſe incteafe Defiring, 

By contriving kind Delays z + 
And advancing, or retiting, 

All they mean is more to pleaſe, 


8 0 N © ooh, 


FAIR Celia ſhe is nice and coy, 
While ſhe holds the lucky lute ; 
Her Repartees are piſſi and fie, 
And you in vain purſut her. 
Sy but till her Hand be out, 
| And the become your Debtor; _ 
Addreſs her then, and without doubt, 
You'll ſpeed a great deal better. 
Tis the only way, 
When ſhe * pts Play, 
To purchaſe the courted Favour 3 
Forgive the Score, os 
And offer her more, 
[1] lay my Life you have Her. 
FAIR Celia's Eyes give Love to all, 
The Nymph a Goddeſs reigns! 


— hog a remains. 

e happy Strephon in her Arms 
Secure, but Envy'd, lies: 

0 bim ſhe opens all ber Charms, 

To him untocks, unlocks, | 


do the pleas'd Moon on Latmos lay 
With her Endymion ; | | 
Rer Light to all ſhe we away, 
L fer Love to him alone, Ff 


All that durſt look, her Victims fall, © 


Valocks to hith, unlokits her Joys, 


— (EF ” 
S ON O. 508. 
xt, Voice: F ATR Charina ! wond'rous fair! 
What can with thy Eyes compare? 
- 24, Voice. — 4 Chariaa | 3 fair! 
| t can with thy Lips compare 
Both. Every ſofter Love's th there, 


I; Beauty's Queen, thy Eyes inſpiring, N 
Ever makes them Charm the Sight. . 
2+ _ Beauty's Queen, thy Lips admiring, 
. Ever views them with Delight, 1 
"'T was near a fragrant myrtle Grove, 
By which the lit" ning Thames. flow'd flow dong, U 
Two young contending Gods of Love. W 
Diſputed thus in Song 1 
„Till much provok'd, And redning with Diſdain, 
Each ſtrove by turns in rival Strain Or 
The Pale of Beauty thus to gain. | 
Is Hide thy Beams, thou God of Light, Wl © 
Or take to other Lands thy flight. 
See two'brighter Suns ariſing; Ms 
See Charina's Eyes ſurprizing. / 
While they ſhine tis never Night. * 


22 Return, O God bf Light, by thee, [ Groves, Fog 
| A thouſand Colours paint the Clouds and 
Vet none ſo fair in Heaven or Earth we ſe 
As on Charina's Lips the purple Loves. F. 
Lovely Lips! that bath'd in Bliſs 
Softly do each other. Kiſs, 
And ſuch glowing Sweets diſcloſe ! 
Aurora doubly blüſties now, 
When you appear, | from e'ery Bough 
| * Vanquiſh'd falls the drooping Role, ' 
such jarring Praiſe the rival Gods had given, 
»Till more enrag'd each drew-a Dart, 
Prepar'd to fight ; when Venus ſwift from Heaven 
Came down, the little Duellers to part. 
Thus be it then, the ſays, agreed, 
No more two Features o compare 
Of the ſame unequal'd Fair, 
But own that both- e do exceed; | 


| n P * : 
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1. Amorous' Youths, prepare to 
By this Charmer's Lips and Eye. 


2. Amorous Youths the Danger fly 

5 In this Charmer's Lips and Eye. 
1. From her Eyes I'll ſhoot my Dorts. 
2. With her Lips I'll ſteal your Hearts. 


Both. And in pleaſing Ambuſh lie. 

FAIR Chloe my Breaſt ſo alarms, 
From her Power no Refuge I find, - 

If another I take to my Arms, . 

Yet my Chloe is then in my Mind. | 
Vnbleſt with the Joy, ſtilf a Pleaſure I want, | 
Which none but my Chloe, my Chloe can grant. Y 
Let Chloe but ſmile I grow gay, | 

And I feel my Heart foring with Delight; 

On Chloe I could gaze all the Day, 

And Chloe I wiſh for all Night. 
Oh! did Chloe but, know how I love, 

And the Pleaſure of loving again, 

My Paſſion her Favour would move, 

And in Prudence ſhe'd pity my Pain: Lo 
Good Nature and Int'reft ſhould both make ber. Kind, 

kor the Joy ſhe might give, and the Joy ſhe might find 


FAIR Iris and her Swain 
Were. in a ſhady Bower, 
Where Thyrſis Jong, in vain, 
Had ſought the happy Hour! 
At length his Hand advancing 
Upon her ſnowy Reeaft, 
He ſaid, O kiſs me longer, 
If you will make me bleſt. 
Iris. An eaſy yielding Maid 
By truſting is undone 
Our Sex is oft betray'd 
By granting Love too ſoon: 
If zou defire to gain me, 
Your Suffering to redreſs, ' 
Prepare to love me longer yet, . , 


Before you ſhall polleſs, Ff 2 Thryſis. 1 


1 (383) 
Thryſis. The Care. ou 
of all my —_— hot WF. 
Makes Death app rp flow, 
And Life too lng: to 1 
Fair Iris, kiſs me kindly, 
2 
And indly and kind 
Before it be too late, TY 
Iris. You fond rt yaur Bliſt, 
And no A — 3 
Tis not for Maids to giye, 
But tis for Men to take z 
So you may Kils me k indy. 
And kindly fill, and * 
- Bur do not kiſs and tell, 
No never kiſs and tell, 


Th. And may 1 kiſs oP 121 75 
Ir. Ves, you may kiſs me kind! 
Th. And \indly füll, and kindly * 
Ir. And kindly flill, and Kindly, 
Th. And will you not rebel? 
Ir. And I will not rebel: 
But do not kiſs and tell, 
But do not kiſs and tell. | 
Th, No, no, rr. tell. 
No, no, I'll never kiſs and tell 
Both. Thus at the Height we bye and bee, 
=. And fear not to be poor: 
= We give and we give, we give and we give, 
Till we can give no more: © 
But what To-day will take away . 
To Morrow will reſtore. 
But what, &c. 


S ON G 51 1. 
1 ATR Iris I love, and I hourly die, 
But not for a Lip, nor a Janguiſhipg Eye; 
She's fickle and falſe, and there we agree, 
For I am as falſe and as fickle as ſhe ; 
We neither believe, what either can ſay, 
And neither ce, we neither betray. 


| "Tis civil to bear, and fay Things of Courſe, 
We mean not the täleing for better for worſe; 
When preſent we love, when abſent agree, 

I think not of Iris, nor Iris of me; 

The Legend of Love no Couple can find 

o ealy to part, or ſo equally join'd. 


S O N G 512. 
Al R Iſmæna's blooming Beauty, l 
Triumphs o'er my beating Breaſt; 
Love contending there with Duty, 
How, alas! am'T diftreft! , 0 
Reaſon now tny Soul aſſailing, 
Checks Love's Fires with Heaps of Snow, 
But Iſmæna's Charms prevailing, 
I zgain with Paſſion glow. 


Beauty thus my Breaft poſſeſſing, 
Whither, whither ſhall I fly? | 
Abſence but my Flame .encrealing, 728 
I with double Anguiſh die. . 


Now, thro' diſtant Climates ranging, 
Peace, alas J. I no where find ; 

Place, tho' ſtill the Body's changing, 
Whoe er left his Heart behind? 


S © N G 5 13. A 
AIR ones, while. your Beauty's blooming, 
Uſe your Fime, leſt Age reſuming 
What your Vouth profuſely lends, 
You're depriv'd of all your Glories, | - 
And condemn't''to tell old Stories | f 
To your unbe lie ving Friends. 


8 O N 8 5 IS. 
A IR Maidens, O! beware 
Of uſing Men too well! 
Their Pride is all their Care, 
They only kiſs to tell. 
How hard the Virgin' s Fate! 
While ev'ry Way undone; 
The Coy grow, out of Date, - 55 
8 r C 
*.. 
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S O N G 575. 
A IR Margaret in woful wiſe | 
Six Hearts has bound in thrall 3 
As yet ſhe undetermin'd lies, 
Which the her Spouſe ſhall call. 


Wretched, and | only wretched, he, 
To whom that Fate ſhall fall ; 1 
For, if her Heart atight I fee, 
She intends to pleaſe em all. 


S ON G 516. 
F AIR 3 remember all your Scorny 
Will be by Time repaid; 
Thoſe Glories which that Face adorn, 
And flouriſh as the riſing Morn, 
Muſt one Day ſet and fade: 
Then all your cold Diſdain for me 
Will but increaſe Deformity, 
When ſtill the Kind will lovely be. 
Compaſſion is of laſting Praiſe, 
For chat's the Beauty ne et decays. 


Fair Nytnph, avoid thoſe Storms of Fate* 
Are to the Cruel due; 
The Powers above, tho' ne er fo late, 
Can be, when they revenge your hate, 
As pitileſs as n. 
Know, charming Maid, the Powers Divine 
Did never ſuch ſoft Eyes deſign. . 
To wound a Heart ſq true as mine: 
That God who my dear Flame infus'd 
Will never ſee it thus abug'd. 


30 N 6 515. 
FAIR Phabe, withdraw thy bright Rays, 
And hide thee behind ſome dark Gloom: 
Thy Beam my Confuſion betrays, 
Which Darkneſs had better become. 
See how the chaſte Proſpects inflame, 
How glows ev'ry conſcious Buſh! 
Each Object ſeems touch d with , 
The Landſcape CF in al | 


Kind 


o 


„ «api 


Lind Echo, thy Accent refrain, 


And filently hear all my Woes 3 
Thy Babbling offends my falſe Swain, 

And upbraids him with Breach of bis Vows. 
Tho' the Languages that flow's from his Tongue 
Was as falſe as the Wind ov the Se, 
Ob! let him not think on the Wrong, 

Left he become wretched like me. 

Ye Roſes, that bluſh on my Cheek, 
Why did you not wither away Þ 
Was its kind thus my Ruin to feek; 

And adorn while you mean to betray ? 
Ye Traitors, ne longer appear, 

In your Place let Deformity: grow ; 

I'll waſh off your Bloom with my Tear, 

Till Death puts an End to my Woe. 

On the Ground all alone in the Grove, 

By the Side of a murmuring Stream, 
Thus Daphne lamented hes Love, 

And Damon the Falſe was her Theme; 
Her Cheeks a wan Colour o'erfpread, 


Her Eye-lids were clos'd-with-a-Glagm, 


Adieu, my falſe Shepherd, ſhe ſaid, 
And breath'd out her Life in a Gran. 


F AIR Sally tov'd a bonny Seaman, © 
With Tears ſhe ſent him out to roam; 
Young Thomas lou'd na other Woman, 
But left his Heart with her at Home. 
the view'd the Sea from off the Hill, 

And while the turn'd the Spinning Wheel, 
Sung of her bonny Seaman, . 
The Winds grow loud, and ſhe grew paler, 

To ſee the Weather-cock torn round ; 
When to! ſhe ſpy'd her. bonny Sailor 

Come ſinging o'er the fallow Ground: 
With nimble Haſte he lea d the Stils, 
And Sally met him with à Smile, £46, 5 


. And hugg'd her benny Sailer, 


* 1 , 


F 
Faſt round the Waiſt he tocle his. Fally, 

But firſt around his Mouth wip'd he; 

Like home - bred Spark, he could not dally, 

But kiſs'd and preſs' d her with a Glee; 
*Thro' Winds, and Waves, and daſhing Rair, 

Cry'd he, thy Tom's return'd again, 

And brings a Heart for Sally. 
Welcome, ſhe cry'd, my conſtant Thomas, 

Tho? out of Sight, ne er out of Mind; 

Our Hearts tho* Seas have parted from us, 

Yet they my Thoughts did leave behind. 

So much my Thoughts took Tommy's Part, 
"That Time nor Abſence from. my Heart 
Cou'd drive my conſtant Thomas. 
This Knife, the-Gift of lovely Sally, 
I ſtill have kept for thy dear Sake: 
A thouſand times, 1n-am*rous Folly, _ 
Thy Name I've carv'd upon the Deck. 
Again this happy Pledge returns, 
To tell how truly Thomas burns, 

How truly burns for Sally. 

This Thimble didſt thou give to Sally, 

Whilſt this I ſee, I think of you; 

Then why does Tom ſtand, ſhall I, ſhall I, 

While yonder Steeple's in our View ? 

Tom, never to Occaſion blind, 
Now took her in the coming Mind, 

And went to Church with Sally. 

8 O N G 519. 

ATR Silena, Queen of Love, 6 

7 Deignto hear the captiv d Swain g 
All he acts or ſays approve, . 

Strive to mitigate his Pain: 

In ſoft Tranſports meet the Boy z 
Mutually diſſolve in Joy. 
Sweeteſt Slumbers will compoſe, 

Love ſhall asimate the Whole ; 
Fach hleſt Minute that we loſe, 
Only robs our ſofter Soul z 

Fondly then let us embrace, 
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men 


Hymen's Joys fall then me, 


All the Graces to6 ſhall 9 | 


Melting Raptures crown the Night, 


Make the Pleaſure all divine: 
Tranquil Extaſies confeſs, {1 


All i Tranſpast, all is Bu. 


S O N G6 go 


| FAIR, ſweet and young, receive a Prise 


Reſerv'd for your vifterious Eyes + 
From Crowds, whom at. yauy Feet you ſee, 
O pity, and diſtinguiſh me ß; 

As I from thouſand Beauties mare 
Diſtinguiſh you, and ogly you adare. 
Your Fate for Conqueſt was 4%, 
Your ev'ry Motion charms my Mind; 
Angels, when you your Silence break, 
Forget their Hymns, to heat you ſpeak 3 
But when at once they hear and view, 


Are loath to mount, and long ta Gay with yen. 


No Graces can your Form improve, | 
But all are loft — 1 . 
While that ſwett Paſſan — 
Your Voice and Beauty are in vain. 
Ia pity then prevent my Fate, 


For after dying all Reprieve's too late. 


S ON 10 52k. 
F AIR Venus, iel De : 
On a rainy bleak 
Thus ſent her Child Cup 
Get thee gone — my {ww 
Like a Son of a Whore, 
And elſewhere ſtand bouncing dene, 
To tell the plain Truth, 1 
Our kittle blind Youth 
Beat the Hoof a long while up apd gown, Sir; 
Till al, Dangers paſt, 
By good Fortune at laſt 
He ſtumbled into a great Tawn, Sir, 
Then ſtralt to himſelf t 2 
Cries this tiny ly BIf, + 4 
Since Begging . le e Relief, Sir, 


ELIOT : 

A Trade I'll commence' 
5 That ſhall bring in the Penee, 
And ſtrait he ſet up for a * Sir. 


At Play-houſe and Kirk, 
Where he ſlily did lurk, 

He ſtole Hearts both from young 2 e 

TDiill at laſt, days my Song, 

He haddike to have ſwung 

On a Gallows as high as a Steeple, 
Then with Arrows and Bow 
He a Soldier muſt go, 

And ſtrait he ſhot Folks without Waring; | 
He thought it no Sin, 
When his Hand once was in, 

To kill you his. Hundred a Morning. 


N When he found that he made 
Little Gain by his Trade, 
What does our ſly graceleſs Blinker ? 
But trait chang' d his Note, 
As well as his Coat, 
| — for a Tinker 
Have you any Hearts to mend? 
Come, I'll be your Friend, 
Or elſe I expect not a Farthing⸗ 
Tho? they're burnt to a Coal, 
I u foon make em whole; 
And Maids, is not this a fair Bargain 2 
But, Maids, have a Care, PAY. 
Of this Tinker beware, 
Shun the Rogue, tho' he ſets ſuch a Face on't, 
Where he yy phe ee up one Hole, | 
*Tis true, by my Soul 
He'll at leaſt leave a Score in the Place ont. 


. 
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; ockey; F Aireſt Jenny, thou mun love me. 
Jenny. Troth, my bonny Lad, I do. 
Jockey. Gin thou falt thou doſt approve me, 


my ny” en kiſs me too. 
Jens). 


5 
Joy. Tawk a Kiſs or twa, good Jockey ;. 
| But I dare give nene, I tro: 
Fie, nay, piſn; be not unlucky ;, 
Wed me fitſt, and aw will do. 
key. For aw Fife, and Lands about it, 
Ile not yield thus to be bound. 
my, Nor I lig by thee without it, 
For twa hundted thouſand Pound. 
ey. Thou wilt die if I forſake thee, 
my, Better die than be undane. © 
ey. Gin tis ſo, come on, Iſe tawk thee 3 
«*Tis too cold to. lig alone. | 


„ 
Aireft Ile, all Iſles excelling, 
Seat of Pleaſures and of Love, 
Ts here will chuſe her Dwelling, 
And forſake her Cyprian Grove. 
nd, from his fav'rite Nation, 
Gare and Envy will remove, 
pouſy, that poiſons Paſſion, 
And Deſpair that dies for Love: 
ale Murmurs, ſweet Complaining, 
ighs that blow the Fire of Love, 
Repulſes, kind DiRaining, 
tall be all the Pains you prove 3 
yy Swain ſhall pay his Duty, 
enteful ev'ry Nymph ſhall prove 
Us tHeſe excel in Beauty, as 


boſe ſhall be renown'd fot Love. 


S O N G 524. 

Areſt Pride of Virgin Bloom, | 
Pretty, lovely, wantpn Creature; 
x of our Vows; to w 
ature gives each finiſh'd Feature: 

„ my Fair one, to be wiſez 

our Allurements want Direction: 

e the Glances of your Eyes; 

W, by Conduct, ſhew Perfection. 

any 


8 (0336) 
Beauty when 

Break the 3 Ar — of Reputation, | 

. Not our Love, but our Compaſiſon, 


% © gs. ) 


Aireſt Work of happy Nature, 
s Sweet without di A kemdfg Art; 
| — in ev'ry tender Feature, 
Cruel only in a Heart: | 
| View the Beauties of the Morning, 
3 Where no ſullen Clouds appear; 
| Graces there are leſs adarning, 
Than below, when Czlia's there. 7 
Ev'ry tuneful Breaſt confeſſes, 
' , Sounds by you improve their Power 8 
Ev'ry Tongue in foft Addreſſes. | 
| Humbly tells us his Amour: 
Such a Tribute, lovely Bleffi 
Faithful Strephon ne'er 3 
Such a Treaſure in poſſeſſing, 
All the Bills of Love ſupplies. 
Vet I ſee by ew ry Trial, | 
Feeble Hopes my Flames purſue 
Ever finding a Denial, n 
Where my ſofteſt Love was true : 
But my Heart knows no retreating, 
No Decay can eaſe my Pain 3 
Love allows of no defeating, 
Tho' the Prize is ſought in vain; 
F or if e er my Czlia's m— | 
Muſt her Virgin Sweets r 
Love ſhall flow with equal Meaſo 
And I'll baldly call her — 
Till her panting, wedding Lover, 
Grown uneaſy by my Claim, 
Leaves me freely to dilcovet | 
Golden Coaſts without a Naur. 


Q 


* 


pals E and mean: che Accuſation, - 
With which Men the Fair aſperſe 3 
os, they ſay's, their darling Fallon, 
ings are to Senſe averſe, 
_ in all. his Glory, 
DOES 
255 > — in | 
Made the God ſuceeſsful prove. 


it it was as Towns are conquer d, 
That too much their Foe deſpiſe ; 
bre, in Scorn, they ſleep unguarded, 
Hue taken by Surprize. | 
S Oo N \G — 
FALSE tho? ſhe be to me and ] 
F I'll ne'er purſue Revenge; 
ke ſtill the Charmer I approve, 
Tho' I deplore her Change. 
* Hours of Bliſs we oft have met, 
They, cou d not always laſt; 
d tho? the preſent I regret, 
n grateful for the paſt, 
O. N G 528. 
AME's an Echo, prattling double, 
An empty, airy, glittering Bubble 3 
Breath can ſwell, a- Breath can fink it, 
e Wiſe not worth their Keeping think it. 
. chen, why ſuch Toil and Pain, 
e's uncertain Smiles to gain? 
her Siſter, Fortune, blind, 
the beſt ſhe's oft unkind, | 
d the worſt her Favour find. 


$-.Q: N +G:: e239. 
AM E of Dorinda's Conqueſts brought 
The God of Love her Charms to view; 
wound thiunwary Maid he thought, 
Bat ſoon became her Conqueſt too, 
wopt, half.drawn, his feeble Bow, 
ie book's, he ray'd, and ſighing pin'd ; 
Lwiſh'd in vain.he had been now, 
& Painters — draw bun, bliad. G g 


Diſarm'd, he to his Mother flies; © 
Help, Venus, " thy wretched Son! 

Who now will pay Us Snerifice? 

For Love himſelf's, alas! undone. K 
To Cupid now no Lover's Pray'r 

Shall be addreſs'd in ſuppliant Sighs ; 
My Darts are gone, but Oh] beware, 

Fond Mortals, of Dazinda's F 5 

S ON G 330. 
Ancella's Heart is ſtill the ſame, 
Hard and cold as Winter's Morning; 

Tho my Love is ever burning, | 
Yet no Frowns or Smiles can ever 
Melt her Ice, or cook my Fever, 
Melt her Ice, or cqol my Fever. 
So long I talk and think of Love, 
All the Groves and Streams can name her ; 
All the Nymphs and Echo's blame her, 
If ſhe keeps her cruel Faſhion, 
Nought but Death can eaſe my Paſſion. 


Of all the Charms that Lovers have, | 
All the Sighs, the Groans, the Anguith, 
All the Looks with which languiſſi 
Move not her to any Feeling ; 
Beauty takes Delight in Rilling. $5 
'$ ON 8 331. 
FAR from thee be anizious Care, 
And racking Thaughtts that vex the Great; 
Empire's but a gilded Snare, . d 
And fickle is the Warrior's Fate. 
One only Joy Mankind can know : N 
And Love alone can that beſtow. . 
S ON G 532. 
| F Arewel, my bonny, bonny, witty, pretty Magey, h ſwe 
And a' the rofy Lafſes milking on the Down ; | 
Adieu the flow'ry Meadows aft ſae dear to Jockey, 
The Sports and merry Glee of Edinborow Town: | 
Since French and Spanifh Louns ftand at Bay, 
And valiaht Lads of Britain hold em play, 
My Reap- book I mun throw quite away, 


448) 


(1 339 ) 
fight too like a Man, 


And 


For fince they are ganging to hunt Renown, 


III How for a Pluck at his 
To ſhew that Scotland en 
Excell *em for our Rojul Queiat Ape. 
Then welcome from Vigo, 
And cudgelling Don Diego, 
With ſtrutting Raſcallions, 
And plundering the 'Galleons ; 
Each briſk valiant Fellow _ 
Fought at Rondondello, 
And thoſe who did meet 
With the Newfound-land Fleet; 
When for late Succeſſes, 
Which Europe confeſſes, 
At Land by our gallant Commanders ; 
The Dutch 1 in ſtrong Beer, 
Sbou'd be drunk for a Year, 
Vith their General's Health in Flanders, 


s O NG r. = 


ÞArewel the Town's vngrateful 
Hurry, Strife, that damps all Joys, 
Where Reaſon-proud Ambition blinds, 
Frenzy of unquiet Min 
Ezſe and Pleaſure, 
Bleſt, with Leifure, 
h ſweet Groves my Choice ſhall be; 
Celia ſmiling, 
Time beguiling ; 
bar Content's a Worlũ to me. 
late manag'd Peace does nought avail; - 
lawyers bawl, and Parſons rail; 
{Friend againft a Friend muſt be, 
—— Brothers diſagree; 


G g 2 


Among em, for our Royal i Anne. 

Fach Carle of Iriſh Mettle battles like a Dragon; 

The Germans waddle, and ſtraddle to the Drum; 

The Italian and the Butter-bowzy Hogan Mogan: 2 
Good- faith then, Scottiſh Joekey . lie at hame: 


And ſwear they' quickly ding auld Monſieur down, 


| vet 


a 
( 340) 
Vet their Stories, 
Et Whigs and Tories, 
Both would change did Gain appear, 
Both would change did Gain appear; 
Charming Graces 4 
In a Place is | 
* Of a thouſand Pounds'a Year, 
Great Pan has left his foreign Powers, | 
Where Peace ſat ſmiling, crown'd with rue, 
To govern Albion's ſtubborn Flocks, 


Whoſe Hearty are harder than their Rocks z I 
; Hie that's royal 
Loves all loyal F 
Hearts like mine from Treaſon free; 
Peace when laſting, Fa 
Love ne'er waſting, | 
Is a World to him and me. Le 
| Oh! State and Glory unconfin'd;/ 
Thou burning Fever of the Mind, | Th 
I, *midft the Grandeur thou doſt bear 5 
In Content more bleſt appear z for 
Flowers when ſpringing, h 1 
Birds when DB, . | 
In my rural Shade I ſee 3 Wo. i IP. 
* Plots ne er making, | RA 
Heart ne'er kings; 
Dear Content's # World to me. 5 5 5 And ; 
858 O0 N G 534. Th 
F Arewel the World, and mortal C, Te N 
£ The raviſh'd Strephon cry'd, To 
As full of Joy and tender Tears 


He lay by Phillis? Side: 

Let others toil for Wealth and Fame, 
Whilſt not one Thought of mine 
At any other Bliſs ſhall aim, 

But thoſe dear Arms of thine? 

$till let me gaze on thoſe bright Eyes, 
And hear thy charming Tongue i 
I nothing aſk, to ſwell my Joys, 
| But thus to feel em long: 


— * 
oF. 'V 


I cloſe Embraces let us lie, 
And ſpend our Lives to come; 

Then let us both together die, 
And be each other's Tomb. 


F Arewel, thou falſe Philander, 
Since now from me you rove; 
And leave me here to wander, 
No more to think of Love: 
1 muſt for ever languiſn, 
I muſt for ever mourn : 
From Love I now am baniſh'd, 
And ſhall no more return, 
Farewel, deceitful Traitor, 
Farewel, thou perjur'd Swain 
let never injur d Creature 
Believe your Vows again: 
The Paſſion you pretended, 
Was only to obtain 
for now the Charm is ended, 
The Charmer you diſdain, 


— 
# 
7 
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F Arewel the fatal Pleaſures, 
The ſhining Maſquerade, 
And all the dying Meaſures 
That tender Love perſwade : 
Te Notes that ſweetly languiſh, 
To aid the Lover's Flame, 
Whilſt he reveals his Anguiſh, 
And begs the Fair one's Name: 
No more you can invite me, 
You fing, alas! in vain; 


No Muſick can delight me, 
Tho Orpheus play d again: 
A lovely Sailor pleading, | 
With Wit in every Word, 
th ſkill'd in Love and Breeding, | 
hu fd my Heart on Bo,. 
| 883 
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In ev'ry Dream appearing, - 8 
All Oban, all Divine, 
A Manner moſt endearing, 
A Voice as ſoft as mine: 
His Hands ſo gent Han, 
As if no Ropes they knew, 
What is my Song confeſſing ! 
It grows a Billet-doux. | 
Some tuneful Voice befriending 
The Fondneſs of my Heart, 
In mournful Notes deſcending, | 
My Tenderneſs impart : 
Oh! fare he ſoon will Fats, 
If Love inſpire his Sight, 
Thoſe Eyes, that made the Poet, 
I fear will gueſs top right. 


S ON G 577. 
4 F 4 to Lochaber, and farewel my Jean, 
Where heartſome with thee I've mony a Day been 
For Lochaber no more, Lochaber no more, 
Theſe Tears that I ſhed, they are a for my Dear, 
And no for the Dangers attending on Weir, 
Tho' bore on rough Seas to a far bloody Shore, 
May be to return to Lochaber no more, 

Tho? Hurricanes riſe, and riſe ev ry Wind, 
They'll ne'er make a Tempeſt like that in my Mind; 
Tho loudeſt of Thunder on louder Waves roar, 
That's naething like leaving my Love on the Shore: 
To leave thee behind me, my Heart is fair pain'c 'd, 
By Eaſe that's inglorious no Fame can be gain'd. 
And Beauty and Love's the Reward of the Brave, 
And I muſt deſerve it hefore I can crave, 

Then Glory, my Jenny, maun plead my Excuſe; 
Since Honour commands me, how can I refuſe ? 
Without it I ne'er can have Merit for thee, 
And without thy Favour I'd better not be! 

I ge then, my Laſs, to win Honour and Fame, 
And if I ſhould luck to come gloriouſly hame, 
Y'll bring a Heart to thee with Love running o er, 
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ÞF Arewel, ungrateful Traitor, 
Farewel, my perjur'd Swain; 
Let 2 injur'd Creature 
Believe a Man again : 
The Pleaſure of poſſeſſing 
Surpaſſes all expreſſing: 
But Joy's too ſhort a B 
- Love too long a Pain :- 
But Joy's too ſhort a 1 
And Love too long a Pain. 
'Tis eaſy to deceive us, 
In pity of your Pain; 
But when we love, you leave us 
To rail at you n vain: 
Before we have deſcry'd it, 
There is no Bhs beſide it; 
But ſhe that once has try'd it, 
Will never love again. 
The Paſſion you pretended, 
Was only to obtain; 
But when the Charm is ended, 
The Charmer you diſdain; _ 
Your Love by ours we meaſure, 
Till we have loſt our Treaſure ; 
But dying is a Pleaſure, 
When living is a Pain. 
F Arewel, ye Hills and Valleys, 
Farewel, ye verdant Shades ; 
I'll take more pleaſant Sallies 
To Plays and Maſquerades. 
With Joy for Town T'l] barter 
Thoſe Banks where Flowers grow 
What's Roſes to 4 Garter ? 
What's Lillies to a Beau ? 
Farewel Tom, Dick, and Harry, 
Firewel Moll, Nell, and Sue ; ; 
Ns longer muſt I tarry, | 
But bid you all adien. i 
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| For a Time I willrettre 


344) 
Amidſt the Quality, 


8 Where many a Knigirt it and Squire 


Will gladly wait on me. 


Farewel, ye ſhady Bowers, | 


Where Lovers often meet, 
And paſs the ſilent Hours 
Wich melting Kiſſes ſweet. 
Of all the Country Pleaſure 
I take a long Adieu; 
For I have no more Leiſure 
To wafte away with you. 


S O N G 540% 


FA RE ye well all amorous Troubles, 


I'm reſolv'd to ſhake off Cupid 3 . 
I'll no more prize 
Belinda's Eyes, 

Thoſe Charms that made me ſtupid. 
Love, depart . 
From my Heart, 


| And releaſe my free-born Soul; 


Liberty, 
Liberty y. 


| Liberty Sina 1 Bowl. 
Love will make the wiſe Man fooliſh, 


And will rob the firong of * 3 
But he grows bright, 
And ſtrong to fight, 

Who drinks the ſparkling Liquor. 

Love, &c, 

See the whining Lover, Solus, 

To the Woods and the Rivers ſighing, 
While I among . : 

A jovial Throng 

Life's Bleſſings am enjoying. 

Love, Se. 


| { 345) 
Then fill up a gen*rous Bumper, 
That will blithe and merry make us, 

Love's in an Eye, 

Each Glaſs ſhews vs a Bacchus, 

Love, &c. | 
„„ 1 
FEW can avoid the common Ills 

Attending cruel Eyes, 

And fewer tho : when Sylvia kills, 

Or ruins by Sutprize. 

Th' admiring Crowd approach the Fair, 
And do with Wonder gaze, | 

And none ſuſpect a Danger there, 

' She looks ſo many Ways. 

Thus the fair Tyrant in Diſguiſe, 
Secures the heedleſs Swain; 

And when he's dazzled by her Eyes, 
Unknown, puts on her Chain. 

So Porcupines, from every Part, 

Their Arrows do let fly, 

Whilft we regardleſs of the Dart, 

Are wounded by't and die, & 

FAST by the Margin of the Ses, 

And on the damp Sand ſhelly Shore, 

A Swain in ve Pofture lay, 

And thus his berd Miſhap deplores. 
Ye Gods, your cruel Kindneſs ſpare, 
For ever, ever from me fly; 
Nor thus, with unavailing Care, 
Purſue a Wretch reſolv'd to die. 
Ah! tell me, how can Damon live 
Without the Nymph who has his Heart ? 

Can I fo great a. Loſs ſurvive? 

Ah no! we muſt not, muſt not part. 

And yet we have; ah ! hapleſs Hour, 

When I and Celia ſail'd the Deep; 

When, huſh'd by ſome delading Pow'r, 

be Winds and. Waves were laid | aſleey, 
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Too ſoon, alas ! the peaceful rene 
Chang' d to a Storm, the 'Tempeſts rear, . 

The Sky look'd black, the ſmoaking Main ; 
Daſh'd its fierce Waves againſt the Shore. 


Tas then my Heart wept Drops of Blood, 
And, like the Ship, was rent in twain; 


When Celia, founder d in the Fldod, 
Sunk, ſtruggl'd, voſe, and ſunk again, 


Thrice did I plunge beneath the Wave, 
To catch the finking, panting Pair z 
Thrice made a vain Attempt to fave ; 
I firiek'd, Lrav'd, in mad Deſpair, 
How. fain would. Damon then have dy'd, 
And hurry'd to the World 1 
To ſeek his Love, and by her Side 
Lament her too untimely Death. 
But he, alas | was doom's to live—— _. 
To live the Mark of fyture Pains; 
Forc'd. by ill Fortune to farvive 
His lovely Fair-one's deat n. 
Ve guilty Winds, in Murmum figh 
For the ſad Deed which ye have done; 
Ye Waves, in mournful Stumbers die, 
And for ſo foul a Crime atone. 
Ye kinder Gales, that fwelP« our Sail, 
And leiſurely the Veſſel drove; 
Attend unto my ruthful Tale, 
A Tale that might your Pity move. 
Unhappy Damon, thoy avt grown, 
From bleſt of Men, a Wretch n 
Thuy Fate to ev'ry Youth is known, © 
Their Envy once, but now their corn. 
Once thou did'ſt feaſt en Heav'nly Treaſures 
And revel on immortal Charms; NF eee 
Begirt with Joys, beſet with Pleaſuses, 
Wben circl'd in thy Celia's Arms. 
Celia, ſweet Celia, charms no more 
No more ſhe w ils her abſent Love: 
As when ſhe ſtray'd along the Shore, 
Or 8 — in the Grove. 


1 


1 * 


0b killing Thought! it piertes deep; 
thint, I'm chill e fwimming Sleep 
Creeps o'er my Eyes I drop die. 
: S ON G $43: 
FEAR not, dear Love, that Il} reveal 
Thoſe Hours of Pleaſure we two ſteal z 
No Eye ſhall ſee, nor yet the Son, 
Deſcry what thou, and I have done; 
No Ear ſhall hear our Love, but we 
As filent as the Night will be: 
The God of Love himſelf, whoſe Dart 
ha firſt wound mine, and then thy Heart, 
Shall never know what we can tel}, 
What Sweets in ſtol'n Embraces dwell ; 
This only means may find it out, 
I, when I die, Phyficians doubt 
What caus d my Death, and then, to view 
(f all their Judgments which was true, - 
Nip up my Heart, Oh ! then I fear 
The World will ſee thy Picture there. 
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FEAR not, my Dear; a Flame can never die, 
That is once kindled by ſo bright an Eye. 

Lok on thyſelf, and meaſure thence my Love; 

Think what a Paſſion ſuch a Form muſt move: 

bor thy” thy Beauty firſt allur d my Sight, 

tt now I look on it but as the Light, 

bat led me to the Treas*ry of thy Mind, 

noſe inward Virtue in that Feature ſhin'd. 

bat Knot (be confident) will ever hft, 

Much Fancy ty'd, and Reafon has made faſt ; 

» fat, that Time (although it may diſarm 

bly lovely Face) my Faith can never harm; 

nd Age, deluded, when it comes, will find 

ly Love remov'd, and to thy Soul aflign'd. | 

te Paſſion I have now, ſhall ne er grow Jeſs ; 

o, though thy own fair Self ſhould it oppreſs. 


| 


My Pulſe beats low, my Heart«firings fly: 


SONG 
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5 2 Tn i 
Love, oon are 
Since we ſoon muſt loſe the Pleaſure, 
Ohl *twere better ne er to taſte: 
Gods, how ſweet would be poſſefling) | 
Did not Time its Charts deftroy, 
Or could Lovers, with the Blefling, 
Love the Thoughts of Cupid's Joy. 
Cruel Thoughts, that pain, yet pleaſe vs, 
Ah! no more my Reft deſtroy ; 
Shew me ſtill, if you-wou'd eaſe me, 
Love's Deceits, bot not its Joy. 
Gods, what king, yet cruek Powers 
| Force my Will to rack my Mine! 
Ah! too long we wait for Flow*rs, - 
Too too ſoon to fade deſign d. 
S8 O0 NWG 8 
; Fix Celia, ſcorn the little Arte 
Which meaner Beauties uſe, 
Who think they can't ſecure our Hearts, | 
Unleſs they ill refuſe ; 
Are coy and ſhy, will ſeem to frown, 
To raiſe our Paſſions higher; 
But when ide poor Delight is known, 
It quickly palls Defire, 


Come let's not trifle Time away, 

: Or ftop ybu know not Why; 
Your Bluſhes and your Eyes betray 

What Death you mean to die t 


Let all your Maiden Fears be gone, 
And Love no more he croft ; F 
Ah! Celia, when the Joys are known, : 
| You'll curſe the Minutes loft. 1 
s Oo N 546. 2 
FIE! pretty Doris weep no more; FILL 
Damon is doubtleſs ſafe on Sbore, | Such 
Deſpight of Wind and Wavez Theſ 
The Life is. Fate · free that you cheriſh z _- | Ln 


And tis unlike he now ſhould periſh, 5 
You once thought fit to fave, _. Dry, 


hy, Bo leet, at hat, hoe? 
Whick whilt e 
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Fa 6 Ge wn ih bende pe 174 | 
tty Doris, ſigh had tors 3, * 85 Z wk om ; * 5 
Nh Be your Damon will . 45 a A = i 
From Rocks and dick; Hai $ . ned a oo x lf 
Your ain; my f his e. 0 = 1 wy 2 . i ö 
And doubtle for w 5 15 1 
May laugh at Deftiny U B.. F 0 1 0 Noi : | | k 
dull then thoſe — hard * - 2007 93446 4 N 
The Man will ſoo Lo ET r ny 
Thoſe Sighs for Heav'n n are ron It, 5 1885 1 3 Bi 

anbian Gums are not ſo Liyeet, . Ds a — 140 
Nor Offerings when, they byrg, a ants” * ira 1100 
on him you laviſh Grief in, vai, ny 
(in't be lamented, rm, Fry v wa Tm « 2 | it | 
Whilſt you continue true: el! as i: 1 Jus ö | | 


Tiat Man's Diſaſter is above LD ooo Th 0 te 
And needs no Pity, that does te „ 
And is belov ' d 32 1 2 1 0 2 
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FILLall the Glaſles Gli, Al PG | wt 
Drink, drink, and [defy al INE 
er gives = Slave his Liberty; WE, 
ut Love makes a Slave of th N 
Drink, drink away, wal bY 55 7 1 
Make a Night of the Day, W - et ragt 
'Ts Nectar, tis Liquor ITY 59 


The Pleaſure of Life, 5 1 
Free from Anguiſh and Strife. — 
Are owing to Love and * a ee : 
FILL the Bowl 1 Wd of Wh 8 
Such as Gallia's Vintag e bs - * 
Theſe are Tides that bring our Treaſure 5 VVV 
Lore and F nn * the Ae ea e Sa 


| Ee, hut 8 705 dag, 
Muſt, in Friendſhip, be an As. 


Pylades js with n 5 50 


r 
But the meaning of the Jeſt is 
In the Bottom of the BoW. 
Tha, by means of honeſt } inking 
Otten is the Truth found out, 
Which wou' coſt a World of thinking 3 
5 — Dany . 


INE Ladies with an aniful Grace 4 
. Difguiſe each native Feature, 
Whilft flatt'ring Glaſſes ſhew the Face, 


As made by Art, not Nature: * 


But we poor Folks in home - ſpun Grey, 
; Patch, nor Waſhes tainted,. 
freſh, and ſweeter far than they 


Bhat fill ar dach Fend. 
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: PF Lavia wou'd, but dare not venture, 
Fear ſo much o der. rules her eee Ss. 


Chloe ſuffers all to enter, 
Fame ſubjects to Lockutioo : 


©" Neither's Method I mir, 76 | 


Either is in Love diſpleafing z 
Chloe's Fondneſi gluts Dany”; | 

Flavia's Cowardice is t 
Celia by a wiſer Meaſure, 
Insa one faithful Swain's PAM 3 
Pays a private Debt to Pleaſure, 

Yet for chaſte, in publick, paſſes, 
Fair one's, follow Celia's Notion, 

Free from Fear and Cenſure wholly, 
Love, but let it be with Caution, 
1 . are e Shame « or Os * 
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Pigs Eyes, lie Finer A 
More fiercely flame again, LL 8. 
Nor can her Beauty be 2% eee e 0 | 
Or alter'd by her Pain, h mph 
na ane hm Keri 

And do her Face adoin, ' 490M | 
$till as they ripen, fall away, SM 2 
Freſh Beauties ffill are bora. 1 


$6 doth it with the Lotert fa, lite 1th 

Who do the Dame adore 3 Tait OY "ig ns 
te Fo of Long WEIR D 4 
ne pages 00s 
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LOCKS are ſporting, Doves are ouning, | 
F Warbling Ladet ſweetly fing; 
ſoy and Pleafure, without Es, 
Kiodly hail the glorious Spring.” 
locke are bleating, Rocks 
Valleys echo back the Sound YR 
Dancing, Singing, Piping, Springing, 
Nought but Mirth ad, oy . Ned, 


* Ode Mts 
ever gay x. 
Fagan Pow). n ; 
To Spring- Garden calls away. | þ 
Mich this bliſsful Spot delighted,  _ 
Here the Queen IO. dale ao 
belles and Beaux are all invited | | 5 
To ke of vary'd Sweet » SR 
be x grand Pavillion yonder, on | rad 4 
* 7 N k 
Mere a emple ſtrikes wi! 125 CE a #, 
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"Art and Nature ind] 
Here their miùgled Beapti Yields og 
Equal here the Pleaſu nao | 
5 Of the Court, and bo Fe. . 
Hark! what -heav? Wr 5 50 3 
HBreak roc che e - 
Mohick all its Graces — 1 an; 
O! *tis Extaſy to hear! ; | 
Nightingales the Concert jc my a 
Breath their Plaints iomtiting Nada 
Vanquiſh'd now, their Groves tehg 
Soon they fly to diſtant PA. 
Lo | what Splendors round nl, 
_ Swift illume the ; Charſbing Jorye z. 
Chandeliers their Li bs. in 
Pour freſh Beau 6 b* 4 "i= 0p 
Glitt'ring Lamps, in in Order Planteb, 
133 ee the Eye with 2 Surp 
4 Adam carce was more inchan 
wuen he ſaw the Sun ren. 
I Now the various Bands are 7 
4 All diſpos'd 1 in bright Array; 'F 
Bus 'neſs o'er, and Cares fee 
i With gay Mirth they doſe 12 Dy, 
1 Thus, of old, the Sons. 4 ealure 
= -; bo. Shed ION 12 — "oF Wh 
= ar chearing't or u 5 
=. _ Gulet by Love, and crown” a Vi lo Flows - And br 
— 77 i "es 6 555. od Y 
" Lutt*ring ſpread thy purple' Pimions, | = F Y 
. © Gentle Cupid, o'tr my Nh. ET im 
I 2 Slave in thy Dominiibng, _. . The Ri 
Nature muſt give wiy to At. ee RT The 
Mild Arcadians, ever blao 7 
Nightly nodding o'er your, 
see my weary Days conſuming 
All beneath yon flowery & 
Thus the Cyprian G eepi 1 
Maourn'd Adonis, | darling. = 355 SPY tht if 
a bas the Boar, in lence, ce ping, 
or'd with 9 
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AS —" 363 * 
— dd e ſtring Gel Lyre, 101 
Sooth my ever waking Numben,” 
Bright Apollo, OY Choir, 
Gloomy Pluto Terrors, .. 
amd in NG Chains, 
Lad me to the Cryftal Mirroes 
Mournful Cypreſs, verdant 
Gilding my Aurelia's 
Morpheus hov'ring o'er my Pi Wo | 
| Hear me pay my nite 
Melancholy, ſmooth Meander 
Swiftly pur ling in a round, 
On thy Margin Lovers wander, 
With thy flow'ry Chaplets — 
Thus when Philomels 
SEES: 
ixds of Juno i 
e 94 55 
| ON 0 56. / 
FLY from Olinda, ye 15 | 


Fly from her ſoft eng; 7250 5 
in Wit, in Woman found 0 Fre: 1 


Atho' her Looks Toy La kg 
Her yet unconquer d Hey -— 
And breaks the Promiſe of har Eyes. 


Avoid Philiria's Charms ; 
The Rigours of her Heart deny | 
The Heav'n that's jp her Arm. 


leer hope to gaze, and Bed retire, . 


: Nor — to 27 e 
ature, who form? ar 
Yet, lovely Maid, this — 


A Slave, whoſe Zeal you. move: ee 1 4% 1 
; Hky en 


The Gods, alas your Youth 
mn — 
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In foite of all the ys. owe, 3 
You may reproach em this; ' 


That where they did theft Form Mts; nos 
They have deny'd A 


g T * A 


8 "mw 
| FLY, fly ye lazy Houb, ns here 3 
Swift, ſwift as my "Fond W Wiſhes aue; a, 
When we love, .and love to rage, TR 3 1 el i 
Ev'ry Moment ſeems ah Age: = 2 
When we love, and love 30 rage, 
Ev'ry Moment 1 
| 0 3 


FLV me not, Silvia; why do you % _Y 
4 Hear me, fair Silvia, ”' 
Tho“ you deny mes 
You're all my Treaſure, 
You're all my Joy, and en 
1 Pity my Anguiſh 3; 
*. See how I languiſbd, 
4 See how I languiſh, ah |;cuyel Fair! 
Semile then and hedl- e, 
, Or frown ant, kill. ne, : 
For Death is better thay: Deſpair. _ 
S N i: 
F LY merry News among b Crews 
NOS: bar love to hear of „ 
oldeſt Sport that g Wd, "207 
Yet chiefs in — 3 a : 
If any one do carp at thee, | og” - f 
Or de thee Bawly ei; T7 
Say thou do'ſt write as they de 3 
Of Up- tail all. 
T bere hath a Queſtion deen, © of late, 


Among the youthful Sort; i. 6 
What Paſtime is lr, 8 
And what the ſuteteſt work 0 
And it hath been adjudged,” e 
As well by great add Tal,” Es oY vin 


That of all Paſtimes nne 18 *. ME 


3 | v5 2 5 x2; 

7 3 , off . * Ig * WL 

. 5 SV Pr nee * eee 
| 5 . > SER, 


Oh 


atchelors will to this Gaines” 


And Marry'd-men likewiſe's/- 37,09 
Yes Wives, yes Maids, nnd Wilo, 


Will v& it all their Lives: 
And old Men they” will haye's Snatch, 
Altho! their Game's but fmall ; 
Yet theſe old — hapm «.Reug. 
At Up-tails all. 85 8 10 
Fit were- enlawtol, - 1454 10 1890609 ' 
Then Layvyers were to waned —_ 
And if it were ungodly, : ON 
To Priefts it were a Shame 
For they, no doubt; do ute it. o 
Tho! it a Vice they call; g 
Yet Prieſts and Lawyers both vil l play 
At Vp-tails all, 4 
It cannot be onwholſamey.: 
Phyſicians do it uſe z-- * 
They would it then wt, 
And if it hurt the Body, 
Then ſure their Skill is ally: 
For why the beſt of derne, 
At Up-tails all... ,- + 
Ladies love the Paſtime, m 31 5 « 
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And do the Pleaſure: 3 10 458 5 © | 


And if it were a baſe. Thing, 
Then it they would oat hawes 
Bot yet the faireſt Wann 
nie th br dl.) 
At Up-tails all. LI 2 \ 
re ns willy ons, 
— Tg 
But it is a ſweet 
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N 8 56. n 
e till Camus receive | 


| F. — that Beauty can give; 
be Bowl's frolick Joys let him teach her to prove, M 
And ſhe in return yield the — of Love. By 
Without Love and Wine, Wit and Beauty are vain, He 
All Grandevr inſipid, and Riches a'Pain, If, 
The moſt ſplendid Palace grows dark as the Grave: An 
Loveand Wine give, ye Gods! or take back what you gave. 
n Away, aways: r,, ; 
| To Court repair; Fe 
There Night outſhines the Day, Nt” 
| There yields the melting Fair, Thy 
| . i ASAT Wot 
F OND Echo, forbear thy Bght eral, | 1 
And heedfully hear a loſt Maid! Love 
Go tell the falſe Ear of the Swain, 2 | M 
_ How deeply his Vows have N I Too 
: Co tell him what Sorrowe I bar BEE OE I re 
See yet if his Heart feel my Woe z e 0 
R Deipaĩ e 
Or Death will gwke . 
FOND Huſbands, Tis Ye, To Night, 
n 
When cloſely, for Fear of a * 
They hug ye with tender | 
6 0 . 
The Rovers this Leſſon fon d eon ? A * 
Let each, to avoid a Wife's Curſe, 
Sell take his on Geste for's Swan. 


SON G . 

FOND Orpheus went, as Poew fl. e 
To bring Eurydice from Hell; 

There be might hope fits Wit 
The Peſt and Bane of human Life. 
The Damn'd from all their Pains went —_ 
Not that his Muſick ſo much pleas' d, 
But that the Oddnef af the Matte: 
Nn: made the Wonder greater, + 


Pluto enrag'd, ethyl ad 
Should enter his Few 
And to inflict the ſharpeſt Pain, 
je tm «Ht re te AS watts: 
Byt yet, uſtice to his. 85 1! __ TP 
Wk within his be 3 Ra EY SR 
If, as a Curſe, he'd * Wii 
And taught him by s Look.to ole her. 


. o Ne [TJ 
Foslim Love, be goge, Ed ii) 
Vain are thy Attempts on me 3 Th das $7 bir 
Women, thoſe fair Ditl 
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Love heard; and fraight prepar'd a Ditz 
Myra, revenge my Cunſe, ſaid he z 
Too ſure twas ſhot, . Lſeel the Smit, 
It rends my. Brain, and tears an Heart; 
O Love! my Ch ity me. F 
ö ben f $4) 5 
| s o M o . 
Foible, F Och Lo zue 29095 ec £7 | 
Silent Lover, : Hos Kine $71.9 
How can you let worm gs woof 1 He 3 

Quickly diſcover, - 

Stupid Lover, +I 
r dt 111 201 
Merit, When you yn" pet 524 , 

You always are blind + 
To the Sorroys I daily — 277 

Fair Lady, beſtow ++ ++ + 

Some Reſſ vite from Wee, / 119 
And pity a faithful hg en kid l r 
Spright, Fooliſh Lover. 

Silent Lover, ; HEE Rao tl 19 
How can you let me . ien 26433 14M 

Quickly diſcover, 8 "of 3 

Stupid Lover, 5 3 
How you are hound to pleals ber 


* (4.8 „ 


e 
Foe pe D 
5 Die e pi 
ancy not that T' nia 
| Shepberd, 25, I'll ther . 
no, Pl] rather 1 CONE 
Twenty ne, I rr ge ker, A 


Were Florella proud and ſour, '_ 
Apt to mock à Lover's Care, © 


Juſtly then you'd pray that Power - _ 
5 
t thoug a 0 Wl 
No Relief from thenet you'll find; & 
Still ſond Shepherd, yu 2 ron 
For the Beauties of ber Mind. 8 
S O N 0 wm” 
Ooliſh Prater, aber don thou! 
So early at my Window % 


2 5 Wich thy tuneleſs Serenade? 


: Well't had been, — made © 
Thee dumb as Philomell, 
There his Knife had done but well, 
In thy undiſcover'd Neſt Ws 
Thou doſt all the Winter reſt; / 
— ry nw 
Free from the | 
[ac roma — to we 5 
Who diſturbs or ſeeks out thee? 
Hadſt thou all the charming Notes e 
Of the Wood's poeticle Throats, | BR | 
All thy Art could never pay © 
What hond u en fn me y. 
Cruel Bird, thou'ſt ta en _ 
A Dream out of my Arms, to 91 | 
A Dream that ne'er muſſ 
By all rh maven pra 
Thou, this Damage to 3 
8 r dares big 


* 


e (8 359). RR 
Tho' Men fay thou being 0 n 


* 


Celia, with 25 7 "Eb, 
Lavghs to hear the Tales of Ly 1 1 2 
hum and Flames the Nymph. defies, - _ 

ops which others Hearts dle! 1 


Reaſure ſparkles in her Eyes, Kaos * | part fs 12 I 3s 
Gay without an am rous Swile, watt 201 5 
(ela, like the feather d Choir, hs £2 * 


Frer on the Wing for Flight,” - 

ps from this to that Deſire, 

Bar ag fl in new Delight. - 7 

Pexs'd The ſeems when you are 17% 75 

| And when abſent, he's the dame; 4 

lilks of Love like you or I, WEL 

It elieves't an anten Nane. 10 

eaſy, ever kind ; | 

you think you have her ww 

v2 Temper you will find | 

Wick to wound, but ſlow to cure. n | 
K Q” $70. 85 „ 1A 

89388 25 

their Cringing, ir Arms, 5 

ſbould you, * comply, + 55 8 EY 

» not they, but you muſt die, 8 3 

0 with Pleaſure ſoon are cloy'd, 

i forſake you when enjoy d; 


iv 


ire their winning Arts to ſhun, 4 t PEE IR T | 
ju ſight them they're undone, 1 
hos ou them over- po ws ; ow . 
— until the Hour F tree Sg | 
be Matrimonial Nooſe, 


falſe Men you may abuſe, 3 

S ON G 571. | 
VR a lovely bright Nymph, that's cruel ag fair, N 
leu, and I pine, and I ie with Deſpair: © 


1 TA | 
8 0 * G 572. ao 

ben „Ser or But ecifis ly poor, 
I procure a ſmart Woman with Pence; 
For a Shop- keeper ready to Hut vp his Door, 


A rich Maukin without common Senſe z Fa 

. For Beaus batter d and old, path And | 
= State Miſſes with Gold. WI 
Tho? toothleſs as my Grand mother: Tho! 

For a Fellow damn'd The I 

| An affected rich Ppude 3 ; N No 
1 For like Tallies they hit ons another, I kee 
Twangdillo, And 


Any Maid who undutiful Parents has got, 
Or a Guardian too rigid upon ber, 

Any worn-out Miftreſs, who'd wed and be thought 
A Womun of Vir apd Honour 17 
| Any Widow in want 

Of a fturdy Gallant, 
Any Wife of her Hutten quite — 
| To their N I 
A ſv pply in a Soi 
Thus I pimp, S wi Spirit a fe. 
Twangdillo, <p 
$ O x O 574 
FOR ever, Fortune; "wilt thou prove | 
An unrelenting Foe to Love; Rugs 

And when we meet a mutyal 

Come in between, and bid us part, 
Bid us figh on from e 

And wiſh, and wiſh the Soul a 

* Till Youth and genial Years are 

And all the Life of Life is gone, 


But buſy, buſy til art tho 
To bia the inetd, Joyles Vow, 


# 7 - 
—_ + 


N 7 3or 

The Heart from Pleaſure to delude, 

And join the gentle to the rude, 
For once, O Fortune! hear wy Pray'r, 

And I abſolve thy future Care; 

All other Wiſhes I reſign, 

Make but the dear Amanda mine, 


S O N.-G. 574. 
FO R folded Flocks, and fruitful Plains, 
The Shepherd's and the Farmer's gains, 
Fair Britain all the World outvies: 
And Pan, as in Arcadia, reigns, 

Where Pleaſure, mix'd with Profit, lies, 
Tho' Jaſon's Fleece was fam'd of old, | 
The Britiſh Wool is growing Gold, - 

No Mines can more of Wealth ſupply ; 

I keeps the Peaſant from the cold, * 

And takes for Kings the Tyrian Dye. 

| S O0 N G 575" 1 
FOR Gold, and not Freedom, thoſe Generals fight, 
Who clip from their Veterans Pay, Sir; 
for Gold, and not Freedom, thoſe Journaliſts write, 
Who rave about deſpotick Sway, Sir: 
Would Fate to their Wiſhes propitiouſly deign, 

And fill but their Coffers with Gold, Sir; f 
The Pope then might fight, and the Devil might reign, 

For Fighter and Writer are ſold, Sir, 

$4 NN 6. 
FOR haughty Phillis Thyrſis pines, 
In his pale Cheeks the Roſes fade; 
he gaily-chearful Sports reſigns, 

And ſeeks the ſweetly -ſoothing Shade. 
Now by the Stream ſupine he lies, 

Or o'er the Mead does frantick ſtray; 

Or to the rocky Mountains hies, 
As Love directs the various Way, 
0 Groves, to Streams, to Wilds, alone, 
The Fire that thrills his Veins reveals ; 
to the Rock pours forth bis Moan, 
Suce babling Echo ne'er conceals. 

"3 


At 


(352) 
At length the Nymph for Thyrſis burns, 
| And cools his ſwift-conſuming Flame: 
Pleas'd Thyrſis ſmiles, fad Phillis mourns, 
And riſing Bluſhes ſpeak. their Shame. 
To mute Abodes the perjur'd Youth 
No more repeats a Paſſion feign'd; 
The Village rings with the ſad Truth, 
For Thyrſis boaſts. a Conqueſt gain d. 
If only to the Field or Stream, 
When the kind Maid his Patfion eas d, 
Had Thyrfis told the golden Dream, 
Then Phillis had not been diſpleas'd: 
| S ON G 577. 
OR Shame, no Diſputes o'er the Glaſe- then drink fair, 
At leaſt till we're all of us mellow; 
Of Fortune and Fate let us ne' er ſtand in Fear, 
They're always kind to the Good - Fellow). 
In Bumpers of Red then let's drown all our Cares, 
In ſpite of Philoſophers Rules; 5 
Who, for all their grey Hairs, their Learning and Years, 
At beſt, were but dullethinking Fools, 
We muſt moiſten out Clay, while our Sand runs away, 
Behind us too caſt all Sorrow: 
Fake a Bumper of Claret, and drink it to Day, 
Perhaps we may have none to morrow, 


S © N N 578. 
OR the fake of ſomebody, 
For the ſake of ſomebody, 
I cou'd wake a Winter-night, 
For the ſake of ſomebody; 
I am gawn to ſeek a Wife, : 
I am gawn to buy a Plzidy 3 
F have three ſtane of woo, 
Carling, is thy Daughter ready ? 
For the ſake of ſomebody, &c. 
Betty, laſly, fay't thy ſell, 
Tho? thy Dame be ill to ſhoo, 
Firſt we'll buckle, then we'll tell, 
Let her fly te and ſyne come to: 


What 


hat 


* * 


What fignifies a Mither' 3 Gloom, 


When Love in Kiſſes come in play 3 
Shou'd we wither in our Bloom, | 
And in Simmer mak nae Hay? 
For the ſake, S&' > 
S HE. 
Bonny Lad, I carena by, 
Tho? I try my Luck with thee, 
Since ye are content to tye , 
The haff-mark bridal Band wi” me 3 
Ill lip hame and waſh my Feet, 
And fteal on Linnings fair and clean, 
dye at the tryſting Place we'll meet, 
To do but what my Dame an done, 
For the ſake, c. | 
4+ Fe 


Now my lovely Betty gives 
Conſent in fic a heartſome Gate, 
I me frae a my Care relieves, 
And Doubts that gart me aft look blate 3 
Then let us gang and get the Grace, 
For they that have an Appetite 
Shou'd eat z—and Lovers ſhou'd embrace ;_ 
If theſe be Faults, tis Nature's wyte. 
For the ſake, * . 8 p | 


s O N © 579. 
F Orbear, bold Youth, all's Heay'n here; 
And what you do aver, 
To others Courtſhip may appear, 
'Tis Sacrilege to her. 


She is a publick Deity : | 
And were't not very odd, 

dhe ſhou'd deſpoſe herſelf to be 
A petty houſhold God ? - 


Firſt make the Sun in private ſhine, 
And bid the World adieu, 
That ſo he may his Beams confine, 
In | Complement to you. 
Iiz 


(364) 
But, if of that you do deſpair, 
Think how you've done amiſs, 
To ftrive to fix her Beams, which are 
Maire bright and large than his. 


s O N G 390. 

F Orbear, fond God, forbear your Dart, 

Seek not to wound a dying Heart; 
At Chloe's Feet it gaſping lies, 
A bleeding Victim to her eonqu ring Eyes. 
From her Death's ſuch a pleafing Pain, 
I d only live to die again; 
With Joyto him the Blow is given, 
That has ſo nigh a Proſpect of his Heav'n. 
Vou and the little Loves all fly 
To light your Torches at her Eye; 
By her alone your Empires thrive, 


l. This Veſtal keeps Love's ſacred Fire alive, FO 
| : Then, Chloe, *tis not ſtrange that you 

a Weak Mortals yielding Hearts ſubdue, Thot 

Since you another Venus prove, H 

And give new Being to the God of "TY * 

S O N 8 55 I. Not, 

| | By 


| 
N 
| 
| 


F Orbid me not to enquire, 
Why you meet me here alone? 
Can Damon have Deſire 


That he's afraid to own, | FOr 
That he's, &c. 55 . 
If not to behold the Beauty f 1 
Of the Flow'rs that crown the Spring, \ 0 
Proceed, and do your Duty, Thoſe 
But do not name the Thing, : Th: 
But do not, &c. Let Li 
As the Sun diſplays the Roſes, | 5 Wh 
When the Beams play gently in, 00 la 
Your Phillis ne*er oppoſes, ; You 
Nor thinks true Love a Sin, 


Nor thinks, & c. 


(365) 
Then fear not m 


denying, 
Why ſhould” ys thou fearful be ? 
Prevent more Torments flying, 
And thou m— happy be, 
And thou, 


On this Bank of — LIN Lillies, 
Say no more of what you'd do, 
[11 be your loving Phillis, 
And be belov'd by you, 
And be, &c. 


Then why ſhould T conceal it, 
Since my Eyes with yours do nay 
Yet let us not reveal it, 
But in Pleaſures all _ 
But 1 ing &c. 


| 


SONG 582. 
Orgive, fair Creature, ſorm'd to pleaſe, 
Forgive a wond' ring Vouth's Deſire: 


Thoſe Charms, thoſe Virtues, when he ſees, 


How can he ſee, and not admire ? 
While each the other flill improves, 
The faireſt Face, the faireſt Mind; 


Not, with the Proverb, he that loves, 
But he that bs you Wh 


8. 0 N 5 7 5 | 
F Orgive ws, Chloe, if I dare 
Your Conduct diſppproye ; 
The Gods have made you wondrous fair, 
Not to diſdain but love, 
Thoſe nice pernicious Forms 
That cheat you of your Ae 
Let Love inſtruct you to be wiſe, 
Whilſt Vouth and Beauty is. 


x 


Too late you will repent the Time 
You loſe by your Diſdain g 3 

The Slaves you ſcorn now, in your rue, 0 
You'll ne'er retrieve again 2 | 


« SIS we 


7 | Bot, 
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Put, when thoſe Charms ſhall once „ 
And Lovers diſappear, 

Deſpair and Envy will repay 
Vour being now ſevere. 

. 
Orſaken of my kindly Stars, 
Within this melancholy Grove, 


I waſte my Days and Nights in Tears, 


A Victim to ingrateful Love. 
The Happy ſtill untimely end z 
Death flies from Grief, or why ſhould I 
So many Hours in Sorrow {peng, 
Wiſhing, alas! in vain to die ? 
Ye Pow'rs, take Pity of my Pain, 
This, only this is my Defire ; 
Ah! take from Mira her Diſdain; 
Or let me with this Sigh expire. 
S O N G 585. 
F ORT H'from my dark and diſmal Cell, 
Or from the dark Abyſs of Hell, 


Mad Tom is come to view the World again, | 


To ſee if he can cure his diſtemper*d Brain. 
Fears and Cares dppreſs my Soul; 

Hark ! how the angry Furies how! ? | 

Pluto laughs, and Proſerpine is glad, 

To ſee poor angry Tem of Bedlam mad. 


Through the World I wander Night and Day, 


To find my ſtraggling Senſes. 
In an angry Mood I met old Time, 
With his Pentateuch of Tenſes: 
When me he ſpies away he flies, 
For Time will ſtay for no Man; 


In vain with Cries I tend the Skies, he. 


For Pity is not common, 
Cold and comfortleſs I be, 
Help! help! or elſe 1 die ! 
Hark ! I hear Apollo's Team, 
The Carman 'gins to whiſtle 5 
Chaſte Diana bends her Bow 
>: Ad the Boar begins to bells. 
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come Vulcan, with Tools and with Tackle; 
And knock off my troubleſome Shackle; 
Bid Charles make ready his Wain, 
To bring me my Senſes again. 
Laſt Night I heard the Dog ſtar bark; 
Mars met Venus in the Dark ; 
Limping Vulcan heat an Iron-bar, 
And furiouſly made at the God of War; 
Mars with his Weapondaid about ; 
Limping Vulcan had got the Gout ; 
His broad Horns did ſo hang in his Light, 
That he could not ſee to aim his Blows aright. 
Mercury, the nimble Poſt of Heaven, 

Stood ſtill to ſee the Quarrel ; 
Gorrel-belly'd Bacchus, Giant-like, 

Beſtrid a Strong-Beer Barrel; 

To me he drank whole Buts, 
Until he burſt his Guts, 

But mine were ne er the wider. 
Poor Tom is very dry, | | | | 
A little Drink fer Charity, | 
Hark! I hear Actæon's Hounds, 

The Huntſmen whoop and hollow ; 
Ringwood, Rockwood, Jowler, Bowman, 

All the Chace do follow. | | 
The Man in the Moon drinks Claret, 

Eats powder d Beef, Turnip, and Carrot 
But a Cup of Malaga Sack 
Will fire the Buſh at his Back, 


— T 
— —— — arg. * A 
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— ears ea ea ee woes - 
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S O N'G 586. 
FOUR and twenty Fidlers all in a row, 
And there was fiddle, fiddle, and twice fiddle, fiddle, 
It it my Lady's Birth- Day, . | 
Therefore we keep Holiday, 
And come to be merry, 
Four and twenty Drummers all in a row, 
And there was Rub a dub, rub, rub, rub, 
And chere was fiddle, fiddle, &c, 


me 


And there was whip and dub, 


n 
Four and twenty Trumpeter all in a row, 
And there was Tentara rara, tantara, 
And there was rub a dub, &c. 


Four and twenty Tabors and Pipes all in a row, 


And tantara rara, &c, | 
Four and twenty Women all in a row, | 
And there was tittle tattle, and twice prittle prattle, 

And whip and dub, Se. | 
Four and twenty Singipg- Maſters all in a row, 
And there was Fa, la, la, la, Fa, la, la, la, la, 

And there was tittle, &c. | | 
Four and twenty Fencing-Maſters all in a row, 

And this, ang that, and down to the Legs clap, Sir, 

And cut em off, and Fa, la, &c. | 
Four and twenty Lawyers all in a row, 


And there was Omne quod exit in um damno, [&c, 


Sed plus damno decorum; and there was this and that, 
Four and twenty Vintners all in a row, 
And there was rare Claret and White, 
I ne'er drank worſe in my Life, 
And excellent good Canary, 
Drawn off the Lees of Sherry, 
If you do not like it, Omne quod, &c. | 
Four and twenty Parliament-Men all in a row, _ 
And there was Loyalty and Reaſon, | 
1 my one Word of Treaſon, 
And there was rare Claret, &c, 


Four and twenty Dutchmen all in row, ” = | 
And there was Alter Malter Vantor Dyken Shapen 


Kopen de Van Hogne Rottyck Vanton fick de Brille 


Van Boorflyek, Van Foorſtyck, and Soatrag Van Ho- 
me Henan 
Rare Claret and White, c. 
S O N G 587. 
RAIL's the Bliſs of Woman, 
Fleeting as a Shade; 
While we pity. no Man, - 
Goddeſſes we re made: 


£ 


But 


But 
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If our Favours wanting, 

To their Wants we're kind; 
Ruio'd by our granting, 

We no Favour find. 
Birds, for kind complying, 

Love their Females mote; 
We're lov'd for denying, 

Scorn'd when we implore : 

While on ev'ry Tree, Sy 

Cherry, Cherry, fing the ſmall Birds, 

Happier far than we. 


I'll plow'thro* the Ocean of Life, 

To ſeek new Delights, 

Where Beauty invites, 
But ne er be confin'd to a Wife. 


The Man that is free, 

Like a Veſſel at Sea, 
After Conqueſt and Plunder may roam; 

But when either confin'd 

By Wife or by Wind, 

Tho? for Glory deſign'd, 

No Advantage they find, 0 
But rot in the Harbour at Home. 


8 © N 6 389. 
F Reedom is a real Treaſure, 
Love a Dream, all falſe and vain; 
Short, uncertain is the Pleaſure, 
Sure and laſting is the Pain. 
A fincere and tender Paſſion 
Some ill Planet over- rules; 
Ah, how blind is Inclination 
Fate and Women doat on Fools. 


SO N G 590. 
F Reedom, thou greateſt Bleſſing, 
Why have I loſt thy Joys; 
Pining, no Reſt poſſeſſing, 
__ all ay Hours expploys. 


2 


: ra 


n 
- 


SON G mw 
FREE from Confinement and Strife, 


Thy 


7 37 © * 
Thy Loſs now to my * ng 
A Flood of Tears will coſt; 
Oh, why do we not prize 
' Our Treaſure till tis loſt ! 
S O N G For. 
RO M all uneaſy Paſſions free, 
Revenge, Ambition, Jealouſy, 
Contented I had been too bleſt, 
If Love and you would let me reſt. 
Yet that dull Life L no deſpiſe 3 
Safe from your Eyes, 
I fear'd no Griefs, but, oh ! I found no Joys. 
Amidſt a thouſand loft Deſires, 
Which Beauty moyes, and Love wre; 
J feel ſuch Pangs of jealous Fear, | 
No Heart ſo kind as tine can bear, 
Yet I'll defy the worſt of Harms; 
Such are thoſe Charms, | 
»Tis worth a Life, to die within your Arms. 
RO M barren Caledonian Lands, 
Where Famine uncontroul'd commands; i 
The Rebel Clans in ſearch of Prey, 
Come over the Hills and far away, 
O'er the Hills and far away, 
O'er the Hills and far away, 
The Rebel Clans in ſearch of "I 
Come over the Hills and far away. 


Regardleſs whether wrong or right, 
For Booty (not for Fame) they fight, 
Banditti like, they ſtorm, they ſtay, 
They plunder, rob, and FU geny. 
O'er the Hllls &c. y 
With theſe a vain Pretender's come, 
And perjur'd Traitors Dupes to Rome 5 
Determin' d all without delay, 5 
To conquer, die, or run away. 
O'er the Hills &c. | 
'Tho* Popiſk Prieſts among us, rule 
_ weak, deceiv'd, believing Fool, 


When 


n 
When Juſtice does her Sword diſplay, 
he'll drive theſe Locuſts far away, 
O'er the Hills &c. | 
let Britons, firm in Freedom's Cauſe, 
Aſſert our Rights, ſupport our Laws, 
Defend our Faith, our King obey, 
ud Treaſon ſoon ſhall loſe its Way. 
O'er the Hills &c. | 
This Son of War with Martial Flame, 
hall bravely merit laſting Fame: | 
Great George ſhall Britons Scepter ſway, 
And chace Rebellion far away. 
O'er the Hills &c. | | 
R O M beneath a cool Shade, by the Side of a Stream, 
Thus writes thy Theander, and thou art his Theme, 
Thy Beauties inſpiring, my Deareſt, I'll ſhew, 
There's nothing in Nature ſo bounteous as you. 
Tho' Diſtance divides us, thy Beauties I ſee, 
Thoſe Beauties ſo lov'd and admir'd by me 
Now, now I behold thee, ſweet, ſmiling, and pretty; 
| Gods, you've made nothing ſo fair as my Kitty. 
Come, lovely Idea, come fill my fond Arms, 
And whilſt I thus gaze on thy num'rous Charms, 
The beautiful Objects, which round me do lie, 
brow fick at thy Preſence with Envy, and die. 
Now Flora the Meadows and Groves does adorn, 
With Flow*rs and Bloſſoms on every Thorn; 
tlook on my Kitty ! there ſweetly does blow 
Spring of more Beauties than Flora can ſhew. 
dee, ſec how that Roſe adorns the gay Buſh, 
d, proud of its Colour, would vie with his Bluſh ; 
Jun Boaſter! thy Beauties ſhall quickly decay, 
te bluſhes and ſee how it withers away, 125 


ſerve that fair Lily, the Pride of the Vole, 

n Whiteneſs unrival'd, now droops and looks pale; 
tickens and changes its beautiful Hue, 

nd bows down its Head in Submiſſion to you. 


As | gaze on the River that ſmoothly glides by, 
us even and ſweet is her Temper I cry, 


Thus 


Thus clear is her Mind thus calm and ſerene, 


And Virtues like Gems at the Bottom are ſeen ; | 
But in vain I compare her, here's nothing ſo bright, 
And Night now approaches and hinders my Sight ; 


To Bed I muſt haſten, and there all her Charms, 
In ſofter Ideas, I'll bring to my Arms. 
LES S O N G 594. 
F 30 M bright Amanela's Charme 
Ah! what Relief is found? 
She every way the Soul alarms, 

And never fails to wound. | 
Reaſon and Love, once Foes profeſs'd, 
Their utmoſt Forces join; : 

And make the moſt obdurate Breaſt, 
Confeſs her all divine. op 

Whether ſhe „ or looks, or moves, 
' Strange Paſſion ſhe inſpires, - 


Scorning the Arts of vulgar Loves, ö 1 


At once the awes and fires. 


S O N G «ﬆ%95. 
PF ROM fifteen Years fair Chloe wiſh'd, 
She dreamt and figh'd in vain ; 
And hardly knew her Virgin Thoughts 
Were hankering after Man. 
"Twas long before the harmleſs Maid 
Gueſs d whence her Paſſion grew; 
But when ſhe had herſelf ſurvey' d, 
The ſecret Cauſe ſhe kne W-. 


To Jove the thus herſelf addreſs'd, 
And humbly beg'd his Aidz 

He kindly lent a liſt' ning Ear, 
While thus the Proftrate ſaid : 

Grant me, great Jove, a Huſband, rich, 
Gay, vig'rous, kind and young, 

A Churchman hot, a Tory true, 

And to his Party ſtrong. 

A Grudge the God did bear the Maid, 
He therefore thus did grant ; l 

Be match'd, for Life, to an old Whig 
Of Merit and of Want, 8 


U 


d 
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Farag'd, the Nymph to Venus yy; 
Who eas'd the Devotee,” ' | 

And yoak'd' her to a jolly Swain, 
From Want and Party free. 


3 0 * 


FROM France, from Spain, from Rome 1 come, 


And from all Parts of Chriſtendom ; 
For to cure all ſtrange Diſeaſes, 
Come tak e Phyſick he that pleaſes : 4 
come ye broken Maids that ſcatter, 
Aud can never hold your Water, 
I can teach you it to keep; 
And other Things are very meet, 
As groanirig | backward in your * 


Come an ugly dirty Whore, a 
That is at leaſt threeſcore or more, 


Whoſe Face and Noſe ſtands all — | * 0 


Au if you'd fear to paſs her by: 
| can make her plump and 72 : 
Luſty, lively, and-alfo ſt ig 
Honeſt, active, fit to nk 4 ISR 
And can recal her Maidenhead ; 
All this is done as ; ſoon as ſaid, 


If any Man has got a Wife, 

That makes him weary of his Life, 

With ſcolding, yewling. in the _— 

As tho? the Devil was turn'd looſe ; 1 

let him but repair to me, 

Ican cure her preſently : . 
With one Pill Il] mh her civil, 
And rid her Huſband of that Evil, 
Or ſend her headlong to the Devil. 


The Pox, the Palſy, and the Gout, 
Pains within, and Aches OY 3 
There is no Diſesſe but . 

Can find a preſent Remedy; 8 
Foken Legs and Arms, I'm ſure, 
Are the eafieſt Wounds I cure; 


Neu, more than that Iwill maintain, 


Break your Neck, I'll ſet it again, 
Or aſk you nething for my Pain, 


* 


BG 
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Or if my Man has not 
The Heart to fight a int the Scot; 
I'll put him in one, if he be willing, 
Shall make him fight, and ne er fear killing; 
Or any that has been dead _ 
Seven long Years and buried, 
-Or I can him to Life reftore, 
And make him as ſound as he was before, 
Elſe let him never truſt me more. 


If any Man deſire to lie 

A thouſand Ages, let'him give 

Me a thouſand Pounds, and I 

Will warrant him Life until he die; 

Nay more, I'll teach him a better Trick, 
Shall keep him well, if he'll ne'er be ſick ; , 
But if I no Money ſee, © | 
And he with Diſeaſes troubled bs, 
Then he may thank himſelf, not me. 


x 
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FROM good Liquor ne er ſhrink, 
In Friendſhip we I drink, 
And drown all grim Care and pale Sorrow: 
Let us buſband to Day, 
For Time flies ſwift away, 
And no one's aſſur d of to morrow. 


Of all the gay Sages + 

That grac'd the paſt Ages, 

Dad Noah the moſt did excel; 

He firſt planted the Vine, 

Firſt taſted the Wine, | 
And got nobly drunk, a they tell, 
Say, why ſhould not we 

Get as boſky as he, 

Since here's Liquor as well will inſpire! 
Then fill up my Glaſs, | * 
I'll ſee that it paſs - 

To the Manes of that good old Sire. 


s ONO 


. ; . N 
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FROM grave Leſſons and Reſtraint, 
I'm ſtole out to revel here; 
Yet I tremble and I pant, 

In the Middle of the Fair. 

Oh! wou'd Fortune in my Way 
Throw a Lover kind and ga, 
Now's the Time he ſoon may more 
A young Heart unus'd to Love, 
Shall I venture? no, no, no; 

Shall I from the Danger god 
Oh! no, no, no, no, no ©” 

I muſt not try; I cannot fly. a 
Help me, Nature, help me Art, 
Why ſhould I deny my Heart? 
If a Lover will purſue, : 

Like the wiſeſt let me do; 

I will fit him if he's true, 

I he's falſe I'll fit him too, 


| S ON G $99. 4 
FROM me, dear Charles, inſpir d with Ale, 
To thee this Letter comes, 12 

To try if Scribling can prevail 

To moderate our Dooms: 
Tho' pent in Cage the Blackbird ſwings, 
Yet ſtill he hops, and ſtruts, and ſings. 

With a fal lal, Sc. 10 
Perhaps you'll wonder why I choſe, 

At this unlucky Time, 

To quit the looſe and eaſy Proſe,, 

To tie my Thoughts in Rhime : 
For why, you'll ſay, fince we're confin'd, 
Shou'd we lay Shackles on the Mind? 


4 


But ſince, tho* bound on Barnet · tits, } 


So lately we aftride, 
Thro' hir'd Shouts of wide-mouth'd Cits, 
Without a Rein could ride ; 
Sure Pegaſus, without a Bit, | 
To pinion'd Poets may 4 29% 
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But, if the winged Steed ſhou'd rear, 
And ftart into a Freak, 

We'll ſend for jolly Grenadier: 
To lead him by the Cheek. * 

Then we with corded Arms may ride, 

And fit, and think, and thump his e. 


For Pegaſus, whilſt he cou's ſoar, 
No Poets ever made, . | 
He flew Boztia o'er and o'er, _ 
Until he turn'd a jade; 
His tired Hoof then ſpurn'd the "IN 
And Helicon purſu'd the Str8ke. 


So, when from Highgate-Hill 1 8 . ah 8 


In triumph thro” the Town, _ 
And jaded Palfrey, dull, and lame, ' . 

At Marſhals' ſet me down : 
Without the Wings, he had the Heel; 


Thence, Ale and Beer, and Beer and Ale! 


Thus ſtrutting, full of na Grout, . ! | 
With Belch and Flegm replete, 

I ſend my Mufe to ind thee out + 
At Newgate, or the Fleet 3 

Such Eructatione ſute demand 

Some ſpeedy Comfort from thy Hand. 


For now, dear Charles, (my PN gms) 5 


This Priſon ſeems my Wi 
I no Man ſee to aid my Moan, 


Hear nought but Noiſe and 4 = 


For (after all that can be ſaid) 
A Goal's a kind of being wed. 
No I this Tale, to thee, have told, 
3 (Sure naught's a greater Curſe) | 
That I this Goal muſt bave and hold _ 
For better and for worſe ; 3 


udge then, how bravely I ſhall quit : I 


he Marriage nooſe for Tyburn twitt. 
\Nay, if old — who has loſt 
Love, in Battle flain, 


Shou'd beg — from the three lex . 3s a 


To fix me to her Twain. 5 


(377) 
80 long ſuſpended I ſhou'd ſtanld . 
The Cart wou'd drive—and I be hang's. 
s S O N G: 600. 
FR O M native Stalk the Province Roſe 
I pluckt with green Attire, | 
But oh! upon its — 
A Flatus to Deſire. 5 
A vile, deftroying, preying Worm, 
Who thelter'd in the Leaf, 
Had robb'd me of the priſtine Joys 
And prov'd the lucky Thi 
So beauteous Nymphs too oft are found. 
The vileſt Man to truſt; | 
While conſtant Lovers plead in vain, 
And die for being juft. 
S O N G 6or. 
ROM o'er the Park and Meadows fine, 
Juſt as the Sun does riſe, | | 
To you who, till the Clock ſtrikes Nine, 
Do ne'er uncloſe your Eyes; 
Then over Snuff, and Tea, and News, 
Your Summer Hours contented loſe. 


Tis ſweet to taſte the Morning Air, 
Where Fawns around one play, 

And Drops of Dew as Diamonds fair, 

| Strew all the glitt ring Way; 

To view the Hill, the Stream, the Trees, 

To hear the Birds, and feel the Breeze. ' 

The crowded' Street is your Delight, 
And rattling Coach to hear, 

The Watchman's ſolemn Watch, by Night, 
Is Muſick to your Ear: 

You aſk not when the Violet blows, 

Nor. care you for the op*ning Roſe. ”' 


Here T, ſecure from Strife and ates” 
Seek, when the Ev'ning's nigh, 
My little Room that's clean and - my 
And but one Story high 3 
| Where Envy cannot find a Place, 
0 Nor Malice ſhew her fallow Face, 
=. Rik $ 
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| Ambition be with Power bleſs 4, 


And leta chearful Temper grace - 10 b 


FROM Place to Place 245. 5 
al 


1378.0) 
Let ſordid Minds, of Wealth — 
To Mammon Altars raiſe, 


And Vanity with Praiſe; 
But Fortune is a fickle Dame, R818 
And double-tongu'd, alas! is Fame. 
Give me, hard Pen'ry to chaſe 

From haunting of my Door, \ 


My ſmall, but honeſt Store. 
To this do all my Wiſhes tend, 
The uſeful Book, the faithful Friends 


S O N 8 WL BY 


With downcaſt Eyes, a fyent 
Forbidden to declare my Wee; 
To ſpeak, till ſpoken to, aftaid,” 
My inward Pang, my ry, Grief, 
My ſoft conſenting Looks =) 45 3 f 
He loves, but gives me no Relief; | A 
Why ſpeaks not he who miy? _ Hs * FR 
8 0 N. 8 8 d 


, FROM roſie Bowers, where ſleeps the God of 1 | From 


Hither ) ye little waiting Cupids fly 5 | Jove « 
Teach me in ſoft me lodious Song to'move _.-- Poor 
With tender Paſſion wy Heart's darling Joy, Is con 
Ah! let the Soul of.Myſick tone my, Voice, Brigh 
To win dear Strephon, who as Soul * 1 WI 
Or if more influencing 1 FRED oe Tipe, And . 
Is to be briſk go whey, > $2 Won N WI 
With a Step and a Bound, ; In you 
And a Frifk from the Ground, e Int. 
I'Il trip like any Fairy. | | Each 
As once on Ida danci | Its 
Were three celeſti The: 1 | For fir 
With an Air and a. Face, | | Ani 
And a Shape and a Grace, Poor F 
I'll charm like Beauty? 8. Goddefs, A Gai 
Ah! ah! eis in vain, *x Jad ionda,.. wat „ My 


Dad and Deſpair malt end the fatal Pain c il + 


(379) . 


Cold Deſpair, diſguis'd like Froſt and Snow and Rain, 
Falls on my Breaft ; bleak Winds in Tempeſts blow, | 
My Veins all Pens and my Fingers glow ; 
My Pulſe beats a dead March for loſt — tip | 
= ſolid Lump of Ice my poor fond nn 
Or ſay, ye Powers, my Peace to crown, 
Shall I thaw myſelf, or drown 
Amongſt the foaming Billows, i 
Increafing all with Tears I ſhed ? 
On Beds of Ooze and Chryſtal Pillows, 
Lay down my love-fick Head, 
No, no, * I ſtraight run mad, 
That ſoon my Heart will warm; 
When once the Senſe is fled,” 
Love has no Pow'r to charms | 
Wild thro' the Woods I'll fly, 
Robes, Locks ſhall thus be tore; 
A thouſand Deaths I'll die, 
Ere thus in vain adore, 


a e IO WO 645 
ROM filent Shades, and the Elyſian Groves, 
Where ſad departed Spirits mourn their Loves; 
From Chryſtal Streams, arg from that Country where 
Jove crowns the Fields with Flowers all the.Year, 
Poor ſenſeleſs Beſs, cloath'd in her Rags and Folly, 
Is come to cure her love-fick Melancholy. 


Bright Cynthia kept her Revels late, 
While Mab, the fairy Queen, did dance; 
And Oberon did ſit in State, 
When Mars at Venus ran his Lance. 
In yonder Cowſlip lies my Dear, | 
Intomb'd in liquid Gems of Dew; 5 
Each Day I'll water it with a Tear, 
Its fading Bloſſom to rene vp. 
For fince * Love is dead, 
And all my Toys are one 
Poor Beſs for LY Take. N 
A Gafland will make, | 
15 Muſick _ be a Groan, * 
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I'll lay me down and die 
Within ſome hollow Tree; 
The Raven and the Cat, 
The Owl, and Bat, © 
Shall warble forth my Elegy. 
Did you not ſee my Love, 
As he paſt by you? 
His two flaming Eyes, 
If he comes nigh you, > 
They will ſcorch up your Hearts; 
| Ladies, beware you, 
Leſt he ſhould dart a Glance, 
That may enſnare you. 
Hark! hark ! I hear old Charon bawl, 
His Boat he will no longer ſtay; 
The Furies laſh their Whips, and call, 
Come, come away, come, come away. 
Poor Beſs will return 


To the Place whence ſhe came, Th 
Since the World is ſo mad, ſhe can hogs wa no Cure ; Hi 
For Love's grown a Bubble, 3 And: 
A. Shadow, a Name, Ty 
Which Fools do admire, and wiſe Men endure. With 
Cold and hungry am I grown, . bee 
Ambroſia will I feed upon, | But 
Drink Nectar ftill and ſing: 0 | 8 Th 
Who is content, . "WW ven 
Does all Sorrows prevent ; Fol 
And Beſs, in her Straw, Th 
Whilſt free from the Law, . Till a 
In ber Thoughts is as wn as a King, | ya 

| The 


F ROM that one Glance I wounded lye: : 
O look again, and let me die: 
Kill me outright ; I cannot brook | 
To live like one that's Planet-ftruck 3 Becauſ 
Bleſs me again with thoſe bright Ra | 
That ſhorten, yet make ſweet my yh : 


331 
o ſhoot more Lightning from thoſe Eyes; 
To thew you accept the Sacriſice 
Of my poor Heart, which now doth born, 
While I both Prieft and Offering tum; 
Ill blame thoſe Eyes no more that proye . 
My Ruin, ſince they cauſe my Love. 
S ON & 606. 
FROM Tyrant Laws and Cyſtoms free, 
We follow ſweet Varigty, * 
By Turns we drink, and dance, and fing, 
Love for ever on the Wing. 
Why ſhould niggard Rules eantroul 
Tranſports of the jovial Soul? 
No dull ſtinting Hour we own 3 
Pleaſure counts our Time alone. 
800 N 607, 
RO M White's and Will's | 
Tao purling Rill — 
The lave-fick Strephoa flies = 
There full of Was 
His Numbers flow, 
And all in Rhyme he dies, 
The fair Caquet, 
With feign'd Regret, hy 
Invites him back to Town 
But when in Tears 
The Youth appears, 0 
She meets him with a Frown, 
Full oft the Maid 80 
This Prank had play'd, 
Till angry Strephon ſware, 
And what is ſtrange, 
Tho? loth to change, 
Wou' d never fee her more. 
SON © 608. 8 
FRO WN not, my Dear, 
Nor be ſevere” 
Becauſe I did Corinna kiſs ; &. 
For all the Intent . 
Was Complement, 
) Wl And.truly nothing elſe but this. 


FYE, Amarillis, ceaſe to 


. 3 32 
No fingle Charm 
Of hers can warm, 
Like yours my whole devoted Heart; 
She can't ſubdue 
- My Soul like you, 
Nor ſuch Celeſtial Joy impart. 
In ſuch a Caſe, 
Nor miſinterpret my Defign 3 5 
For I averr, 
I love not her, 


| But am with ny” 
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ULL Bags, a freſh Bottle, and a beautiful Face, 
Are the three greateſt Bleſſings poor Mortals embrace: 
But alas] we grow Muck-worms, if Bags do but fill, 
And a bonny gay Dame often ends in a Pill: 
Then heigh for briſk Clargt, whoſe Pleaſures ne er waſte 3 
By a Bumper we're rich, and by two we are chaſte, - 
Re, Ep OE | 


Fye, fye, Fye, fye, — to grieve, | 
Fye, fye, ye, fye, ceaſe, ceaſe to oo: 10 
For him thou never can ſt retrieve -N 
Wilt thou ſigh for one that flies thee, 
Wilt thou ſigh for one that flies thee ? 
No, no, no, no, no, no, no, ſcorn the Wretch, 
Scorn the Wretch, that Love denies thee, 


. Scorn the Wretch; ſcorn the Wretch, 
That Love, that Love denies thee. 


Call Pride to thy Aid, and be not afraid, 
Of meeting a Swain that is kind ; 
As handſome as he, perhaps he may be, 
At leaft, at leaft, a more generous 
As handſome As he; perhaps he may be, 
At leaſt a more generous Mind. 
8 O N 8 rr. 
F let us a* to the Bridal 
For there will be Lilting there ; 
* ockie's to be married to Maggie, 


Laſs wi' the gowden Hair. And 


ö 
And there will be Lang - kail and Pottage, 
And Bannocks of Barley- meal; 
And there will be good ſawt Herring, 
To reliſh a Cog of good Ale, 
Fy let us a” to the Bridal, c. 
And there will be Sawney the Sutor, 
And Will wi' the meikle Mow ; 
And there will be Tam the Blutter, 
With Andrew the Tinker, I trow 
And there will be bow'd-legged Robbie, 
With thumbleſs Katie's gued Man ; 
And there will be blue-cheeked Dowbie, 
And Lawrie the Laird of the Land. 
Fy let us, cc. ts | 
: WH Ard there will be Sow-libber Patie, 
And plucky-fac'd Wat i” the Mill, 
C:pper-nos*d Francie and Gibbie, . 
That wins in the How of the Hill; 
And there will be Alaſter Sibbie, 
Wha in with black Beſſy did mool, 
With ſnivelling Lilly and Tibby, 
The Laſs that ſtands aft on the Stool, 
ry let us, &c. Rt 
And Madge that was buckled to Steenie, _ 
And coft him gray Breeks to his Arſe, 
Wha after was hangit for ſtealing, 

Great Mercy it happen'd nae warſe : 
And there will be gleed Geordy Janners, 
And Kirſh with the Lily white Leg, 
Wha gade to the South for Manners, | 

And bang d up her Wame in Mons-meg, 


+ Aao0 
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fy let us, & c. ; 0 

And there will be Juden Macklawrie, 
And blinkin daft Barbara Mackleg, 

Wi flae-lugged ſharny-fac'd Lawrie, 
And ſhangy- mou'd halucket Meg, 

And there will be happer-ars'd Nanſy, 
And fairy-fac'd Flowrie by Name, 

Muck Madie, and fat-hippit Griſy, 
The Laſs wi' the gowden Wame, 

os let us, &c, . 
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With his glakit Wife Jenny Bell, 

And miſle-ſhin'd Mungo Mackapie, 
The Lad that was Skipper himfſel, 
There Lads and Laſſes in Pearlings 
Will feaſt in the Heart of the Ha", 
On Sybows, and Rifarts, and Carlings, 

That are baith ſodden and rar. 
Fy let us, Ke. - ; 
And there will be Fadges and Brachen, 

With furth of good Cabbocks of Skate, 
Powſowdy, and Drammock, and Crowdy, 
And caller Nowt-feet in a Plate. . 
And there will be Partans and Buckies, 
And Whytens and Speldings che wr, 
With finget Sheeps-heads, and a Haggies, 
And Scadlips to ſup till ye ſpew. 
Fy let m, e. 


Azd there will be lapper d milk Kebbut ke | 


And Sowens, and Farles, and Baps, 
With Swats, and well ſcraped Paunches, 

And Brandy in Stoups and ih Caps : © 
And Roaſts to roaſt on a Brender. 

Of Flewks that were taken alive, 
Fy let us, Ke. 


And there will be Meal-kail and Caftocks,' 


. 


Scrapt Haddocks, Wilks, Dulce and Tangle, 


And a Mill of good Sniſhing to prir. 
When weary with eating und drinking, 
We'll riſe up and dance till we die. 
Then fy let us a* to the Bridal, 
For there will be Lilting there, 
For Jockie's to be married to Maggie, 
The Laſs wi' the gowden Hair, 
8 © N G 612, 
F VE Liza, ſcorn the little Arts, 
Which meaner Beauties uſe, 
Who think they ne er ſecure our Hearts, 
Unleſs they ſtill retuſe; a 
| | 1 


And there will be Gim- again Gibbie, 


Are 


1 


Are eoy and ſhy; will ſeem to fro wn, 7 ep 
To raiſe our Paſſion higher; . W 
But when the poor Delight is ern 
It quickly palls Deſire. 


Come, let's not trifle Time away, 
Or ſtop you know not why; 
Your Bluſhes and your Eyes betray. 
What Death you mean to die! 
Let all your Maiden Fears be gone, 
And Love no more be croſts _ _ WY, 
Ah! Lia, when t * Joys are, known, 
You'll curſe the Minutes pe 


S ON 8 673. 
6 Aﬀer and Oammer were faſt in their Reit, >3 
And all the young Fry of theit Cribs were ballet, 
Spot, Whitefoot, and Puſs, in the Aſhes were laid, 
And a blinking Ruſh- Candle juſt over their Head. ws 


Urſla was ſcouring her Diſhes and Platter, 

Preparing to make her good Friend the Hog fatter 

Greas'd up to the Elbow, as much to the Eye, 

Till her embroider' d Clothes were ready to fry. 4 

Roger the Plowman i'th* Chimney lay ſnoring, 

Till Copid, fore vex'd at his clowniſh adoring, 

Did ſtraightway convey to the great Logger-head 

The whiſp'ring News, that they were all a- bed. 

Up ſtarted Roger, and rubbing his Eyes, 

Straight to his dear Urſla in Paſſion he hies; 

Then leaning his Elbow on Urſla's broad Back, 

Complain'd that his Heart was ready to crack. 

Urſa, being vex'd at the Weight of her Love, 

Cry? a, Cupid, why deft thou thus treacherous prove? 

In an angry Mood then ſhe turn'd her about, 

And the Diſh-clout lapt over the Face of the Lout. 

Roger b'ing angry at ſuch an Affront, 

And not at all minding of what might come on't, 

He gave her a Kick, with ſuch wond'rous Mettle, 

as tumbl'd poor Urſla quite over the Kettle. 

This Noiſe and Rumbling ſet Gaffer awaking, 

And fearing, left Thieves had been Realing his Bacon, 
| E | Wich 
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With a Pur down the Stairs, in a trice he came ſtumbling 
Where he found Roger gaping, while Urſla lay tumbling, 
Pox take you, quoth he, for a Rogue and a Whore 
So turn'd the poor Lovers quite out of the Door, 
Not minding the Rain, nor the cold windy Weather, 
To finiſh their Loves in a Hog- ſtye together. ; 
S O N G: 614, 
G Aint Keepers we petition, 
Who would encloſe the Common: 
*Tis enough to raiſe Sedition 
In a free-born. Subject, Woman, 8 
Becauſe for his Gold © 
I my Body have fold, 
He thinks I'm a Slave for Life; 
He rants, domineers, 
He ſwaggers and ſwears, 
And would keep me as bare as his Wife. 
»Gainſt Keepers we petition, 
Tis honeſt and fair, 
That a Feaſt I prepare, 
But when his dull Appetite's o'er, 
I'll treat with the reſt 


Some welcomer Gueſt, 
For the Reck'ning was paid me before. 
| ..S$ ON G 615. 
G Ather your Roſe-buds, while you may, 
Old Time is ſtill a flying; 
And that ſame Flow'r that ſmiles to Day 
To-morrow will be dying. | 
The glorious Lamp o ven, the Sun, 
The higher he 1s getting, ; 
The ſooner will his Race be run, 
And nearer he's to ſetting. | 
That Age is beſt, that is the firſt, 
. While Youth and Blood are warmer; 
Expect not then « the laſt and worſt 
Time ſtill ſucceeds the former, 
Then be not coy, but uſe your Time, 
And while you may, go marry ; 
For having once but loft your Prime, =. 
Ton may for ever tarry, SONG 


x of 
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G AY Bacchus, liking Eſtcourt's Wine, 
A noble Meal beſpoke z 
And for the Gueſts that were to dine, 
Brought Comus, Love, and Joke. 
The God near Cupid, drew his Chair, 
And Joke near Comus plac'd ; 

Thus Wine makes Love forget its Care, 
And Mirth exalts a Feaſt, , 
The more to pleaſe each ſprightly God, 

Each ſweet engaging Grace 
Put on ſome Cloaths to come abroad, 
And took a Waiter's Place. 


Then Cupid nam d at ey'ry Glaſs 
A Lady of the Sky, 

While . ſwore he d drink the Laſs, 
And had it Bumper high, 


Fat Comus toſt his Brimmer o'er, 
And always got the moſt ; 
For Toke took care to fill him more, 
ne'er he miſe'd the Toaſt. 


They call'd, and drank at ev'ry Touch, 
Then fl and drank again 3 3 
And if the Gods can take too much, 
Tis ſaid, they did ſo then. ; 
Free Jeſts run all the Table round, 
And with the Wine — 
(While they by ſly Reflection 
To ſet their Heads on fire. 
Gay Bacchus little Cupid ſtung, 
By reck*ning his Deceits ; 


And Cupid mock'd his ftamm'ring Tongue, 


With all his ſtagg ring Gaits, 

Joke droll'd on Comus greedy Ways, 
And Tales without a Jeſt ; 

While Comus call'd his witty Plays 
But Waggerics at beſt, 


L 12 
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Such 
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Such Talk foon ſet them all at Odds, 
And had I Homer's Pen, © x 
T'd fing ye how they drank like _ 
And how they fought like Men. 
To part the Fray, the Graces fly, 
Who make them ſoon agree; 
And had the Furies ſelves been nigh, - 
They ſtill were three to three, © 
Bacchus appear*d, rais*d-Copid up, 
And gave him back his Bow; 
But kept ſome Dart to ſtir the Cop 
Where Sack and Sugar flow. 


Joke, taking Comus roſy Crown, _ 2 A | Th 


In. Triumph wore the Prize, 
And thrice in Mirth he pulk'd him down, W 
As thrice he ſtrove to riſe, | 
Then Cupid ſought the Myrtle Grove A | 
Where Venus did recline, + N ? 
And Beauty, cloſe embracing Love, Inf 
They join'd to rail at Wine. | 4 
And Comus, loudy eurfing Wit, f Mu 
Roll'd off to ſome Retreat, 2 5 C 
Where boon Companions gravely Mw 5 The 
In fat unweildy State. | ; 8 
Bacchus and Joke, who ſtay behind, Fg By ( 
For one freſh Glaſs prepare : | . V 
They kiſs, and are excevding. kind, . - Wl By 4 
And vow to be fincere,' 4 N 
But part in time, whoeves: hear | Perf 
This our inſtructive Song: | T. 
For tho? ſuch Friendſhips may be r 1 4g} Belie 
Tbey c. can't continue long. 4 8 —_— — 
8 0 * 0 677 5 GA 

GAY, kind, and airy, ſweet is 2 Lover, | MY 
Sweet is a Lover, gay, kind, and ait) ) Chart 
But when we mbrry, Feet Chart 
Too ſoon vs vary, ff At 
Courting and ſporting are all over. | Shi 
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GAY Myra has two Winters been 
The Flame of all the Town g 
By all admir'd where er ſhe's ſeen, 
By all ador'd when known. 
No Beauty, be ſhe e er fo fair, 
With Myra dares diſpute ;_ 
The very Prudes all filenc'd are, 
And Envy's Self is mute. | 
Tho' thouſands own her pow'rful Eyes, 
Thouſands for Pity ſue : 
The Nymph old Congueſts does deſpiſe, 
And fighing, longs for new. 
Thus Philip's Son, the World ſubdu'd, 
To true Enjoyment blind, 
Wept, as the abject Earth he view'd 
And others wiſh'd to find. 
A thouſand Kingdoms own'd him Lord, | 
None felt his milder Reign; 
In forc'd Obedience all co | 
All join to curſe his Chain: 
Much longer, happier he'd have ral'd 
O'er a felected Part. 
Then Myra, e' er my Love be cool'd 
Select a faithful Heart. 


By Gratitude, thus join'd to Lore, 
My Flame will ſtronger grow 
By Age, your Face a Change tier prove, 
No Change my Heart ſhall know : 
Perſwaded, if * Threeſcore 
This Remedy you'll try, 
Believe that none e' er lov d you more, 
Or longer ſhall then I, N 


S ON G Pi 
GAY Myra, Le of all = —_— 
er'd Fops encircled rou 
wks ev "ry Beau, yet's charm'd by none, 
Charms ev'ry Beau, yet's charm'd by none. 
5. Park, ch Play, _ — 
e Prize ev'ry Maid, 
gp 775 
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And when ſhe fings, her Voice ſo clear, 
With Harmony does glad the Far: 
For thrilling Sounds dwelF on her Tongue, 5 
For thrilling Sounds dwelt on her Tongue, x 
Fidelio, grae'd with ev'ry Charm, 
That cou'd the Heart of Virgin Warn, | 
For Myra figh'd, for her alone, 
For Myra, &c. 
Vet wou'd not Pity touch the Fair 
To gently ſooth his deep Deſpair ; 
And tho” ſhe ever frown'd Diſdain, EET 
He ſtill muſt languiſh, tho' in vain; 
For ſweeteſt Sounds dwell on. her Tongue, a 
For ſweeteſt, &c. : 
Papilio ſmart, with flutt'ring Ak, 
Breath'd artfully his mimick Care 3 = 
With gaudy Charms the F opling fins, 
With gaudy, &. | 
No one like him could fing 'or danke, The 
The Spark was newly come from France, 4 


He ap'd, careſs'd, and fondly Twore, we 
He never lov'd a Belle before F age 1 
For melting Sounds dwelt on n her . R et 
For melting, '&c. *© — 
Cordelio, gen'rous, hs. V Us 
The ſprightly Dame did thus Go: . Ren 
Young Florio's borrow'd Love D tn,” | ' | 1 tl 
Young Florio's, _— * port 9 8 N 10 | 
Since falſe Papilio v p „ Ws opt 
And was not worthy of her- Loden 11 
Fidelio's Flame was chaſte and pure, ne 1 B 
And wou'd till ebbing Life endure 3 | 22 f te nd ſe 
His Heart fincere as was bis Tongue, 12 N e b 
His Heart, &c. We. ye 
At length with At ring Courthhip <loy'd, 1 = bs 
And faithleſs Vows, of Paſtion void, ay ti Jr.'s 
She found ſhe'd beenamus'd n e e Is As 
She found, & c. KG rt Pp 
She Florio told, ler true * 3 — 
he was W: r 
* 2 . Jour 
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Fidelio's | Sighs ſhe muſt approve.z., . 
And when ſhe crown's his conftant Love, 
Enchanting Sounds dwelt on mer, T — 
Tochanting Sounds, S ũ . 
: 1 -$:5 Ort 0 Oat 
G Enius of England, from thy pleaſant Bow' r of Bis 
Ariſe, and ſpread thy ſacred Wings, 
Guard, guard from Foes the Britiſh State, 
Thou, on whoſe Smiles do wait | 4 
Th' uncertain happy Fate 
Of Monarchies and Kings. 


Then follow, brave Boys, then follow: brave Boys, to 5 the 3 
Follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, [ Wars; 
Follow, follow, follow, brave Boys, to the Wars, | 
Follow, follow, follow, brave Boys, to the Wars; 
The Laurel you know is the Prize, 
The Laurel you know is the Prize, 
Who brings home the nobleſt, the nobleft, 
The nobleſt Scars, looks fineſt in Celia 9 Eyes . 


Then ſhake off your ſtothful Eaſe, 
Let Glory, let Glory, let Glory inſpire your Hearts 3 
Remember a Soldier, in War and in Peace, 
Remember a Soldier, in War and in Peace, 
Ts the nobleſt of all other Arts; J 
Remember a Soldier, in War and in Peace, 
Remember a Soldier, in War and in Peace, 
Is the nobleſt of all other Arts. 
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(7 Enerous, gay, and gallant Nation, 
Bold in Arms, and bright'in Ants 3 . 
Land ſecure from all Invaſion, 
All but Cupid's gentle Parts: 
From your Charms, oh who would run } 
Who would leave you for the Sun! 
Happy Soil! adieu, adieu: 
Let old Charmers yield to ne. 
In Arms, in Arts, be ſtill more ſhining, 
All your Joys be ſtill eneręaſinſ, 
All your Taſtes be ſtill pe: 
All wm” ap for ever 2 
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But let old Charmer yield to new. 
Happy Soil l adieu, adieu. 
EE” 4 , J'* O0 N 8 622. f FN 1 
| En'rous Wine, and a Friend in whom I can confide, 
And a cleanly bright Girl I wes have for my Bride; 
I'Il keep a Brace of Geldings, ( 
An eaſy Pad to pleaſe my Spouſe; e 
Kind Fate, what more I aſk, 
Ne'er to want my dear Flaſk, | 
And in friendly Bumpers ever briſcly carouſe, | Ti 
S O N G 623. 
(G Enteel in Perſonage, ' 
Conduct and Equipage, 
Noble by Heritage, | 
Generous, and free; 
Brave, not romantick ; 
Learn'd, not pedantick ; 
Frolick, not frantick ; 
This muſt be he. 


Honour maintaining, 
Meaoneſs diſdaining, 
Still entertaining, 
Engaging and ne, 
Neat, but not finical ;. 
Sage, but not cynical; 
Never tyrannical, 
But ever true. 
8 O0 N O 5 : 
CG Entle Air, thou Breath of Lovers, 4 
Vapour from a ſecret Fire, , 

| Which by thee itſelf diſcovers, 

| Ere yet daring to aſpire. | 

| . Softeſt Note of whiſper'd Anguiſh, 

1 Harmony's — | 
Striking, while thou ſeem' ſt to languiſh, 
Full upon the Liſt*ner's Heart. 
Softeſt Meſſenger of Paſſion, 
Stealing thy a Cloud of Spies, 
Who conſtrain the outward fachen, 
Cloſe the Lips, ry guard the Bru 
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Shapeleſs Sigh, we ne*er can ſhow thee, 
Form'd but to aſſault the Ear; 
Yet, ere to their Coſt they know thee, 
Ev'ry Nymph may read thee .... here, 
S O. *] O 6235. 
Entle Gales, that fan the May, 
Quiv'ring on the hloomy Spray; 
No more the Woods with Whiſpers fill 
All be filent, all be ſtill. 
Then riſe at once, and murmꝰ ring wow: 
Hollow, diſmal, deep; and low; 
Turn Companions of my Groans, 
And fill the Mountains with our Moans. 
8 @+ NW: .. 
#3 Entle God of pleafing Pains, 
God, of Love and ſoothing Joys, 
Fly where Flora matchleſs reigns z- 
Tell her Strephon loving — 
On her cold and ſnowy Breaſt 
Let thy ſilken Pinions reſt. 
In melting Whiſpers, moving Sounds, 
Softeſt Wiſhes, gentle Sighs, 
Tell her, the reſiſtleſs wounds 1 9 
With the Lightning of her Eyes 4 * 
Sweetly pleading, Pity move, 
Pleaſing, pa inful God of Love! 
Whilſt for me you're fondly ſuing, 
Gentle God of Love beware, 
Leſt you meet your own 9 
Flora's ſo divinely fair. 
What, if the thyſelf diſarms? 
She has more than Pſyche's Charms ! 
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8 Entle Love, this Hour befriend me, 
To my Eyes refign thy Dart; 

Notes of melting Muſic lend me, 

To diſſolve a frozen Heart. 
Chill as Mountain Snow her Boſom, 

Tho? I tender Language uſe 
"Tis by cold Indiff rence frozen« 
"my W and to my Muſe, 
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. See my dying Eyes are pleading 


Where a broken Heart appears, 
For thy Pity interceding ? 
With the Eloquence of Tears, 


While the Lamp of Life is fading, © 
And beneath thy Coldneſs dies, 
Death, my ebbing Pulſe invading, 
Take my Soul into thy Eyes. 
S O N G. 62% 
G Entle Zephyr come away |. 
On this ſweet, this ſilent Grove, 
Sacred to the Muſe and Love, 
In ſofteſt whiſper'd Murmurs play. 
Come, let thy ſoft thy balmy B 
Diffuſe the vernal Sweets a 


From ſprouting Flow'rs, and bloſſom 4 Trees, 


While echoing Hills and Vales reſound 


With Notes, which wing'd Muſicians ſing 


In Honour to the Bloom of Spring. 


Lovely Seaſon of Defire ! 
Nature ſmiles with Joy to fee 
The am'rous Months led on by thee, 
That kindly wake her genial Fire. 


The brighteſt Object in the Skies, 
The faireſt Lights that ſhine below, 
The Sun, and Myra's charming Eyes, 
At thy Return more charming grow 3 
With double Glory they _— 
To warm and grace the infant Year. 
Entle Zephyrs, filent , 
G Pin Streams, and 1 Shades, 5 
Senſes pleaſing, | 
Pains appeaſing, : 
Love each tender Breaſt invades. 
Here the Graces Beauties bring, 
Here the warbling Choiriſts fing 3 
Love inſpiring, 
All defiring 5 
To adorn the infant Spring. 


Hence 
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Here behold the am'rous Swains, 

Free from Anguiſh, free from Pains 3 
Nymphs complying, | 
Cares defying, | 

venus ſmiling glads the Plains. 


Let us not, too charming Fair, 
Be the only hapleſs Pair, | 
O relieve mel! 
Ceaſe to grieve me; | 
Eaſe your anxious Lover's yy 


Kindly here indulge my Lore; 
Tis, my Dear, no tattling Grove; 
Not revealing, 
But concealing; 
All to Love propitious prove. 


In thy Air and charming Face 
Dwells an irreſiſtleſs Grace, 
Ever charming, 
Love alarming, 
To purſue the bliſsful Chace, 


Let me touch this panting Breaſt z 
Here for ever let me reſt, 

Bliſs enjoying, 

Never cloying, 
Ever loving, ever left 
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Ently hear me, charming Fair, 
Ever kind, and ever dear: _ 

All my dying Pains remove, 
Chloe, ſmile, and ſay, you love. 
On your Boſom let me lay, 
Sigh and gaze my Soul away. 
Balmy Kiſſes, pow'rful Joys, 
Such as Death, nor Time deſtroys, 
Oh! my deareſt fair one, give, 
So I ever bleſt ſhall live, 
More than Gods in Heav'n can be 
Thoy alone art Heay'n to me. 


ACT) * 
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G57 ſtir and blow the Fire, 1 
Lay the Mutton down to roaſt, 
. Drefs it quickly I deſire, 
In the Dripping put a Toaſt, 
That I Hunger may remove; 
Mutton is the Meat I love. 
On the Dreſſer ſee it lie, 
Oh! the charming _ and ted! 
Finer Meat ne er met my 
On the ſweeteſt Graſs it Nickel : 
Let the 8 go ſwiftly round, h 
Let me have it nicely brown'd. ; 
On the Table ſpread the Cloth, 
Loet the Knives be ſharp and clean: 5 
Pickles get, wn — n 
Let them each be and green; | Gi'e 1 
With ſmall Beer, good Ale, and Wine, Yon 
Oh! ye Gods! how I ſhall dine! 1 | Gin I 
S O N 8 . Shot 
(G Ently touch the warblirfy Lyre > Laugh 
Chloe ſeems inclin'd to Reft ; | | I ha 
Fill her Soul with fond Deſire, | Unleſs 
Softeſt Notes will ſooth her Breaſt z 2 85 The 
Pleaſing Dreams aſſiſt in Love z There 
Let them all propitious prove. : And 
On the moſly Bank the lies, But Be 
1 (Nature's verdant Velvet Bed,) | Hav. 
Beauteous Flowers meet her Eyes, | Love ti 
| | Forming Pillows for her Head: And 
Zephyrs waft their Odours round, And na 
And * Whiſpers ſound. But 
S O N G 633. 5 
HOST S of ev'ry Occupation, Gnade 
Ev ry Rank, and ev'ry Nation, . H 
Some with Crimes: all foul and ſpotted, 5 His Sto 
Some to happier Climes allotted, | His 
| Preſs the Stygian Lake to paſs, k weed 
| Here a Soldier roars like Thunder, | He u 
| Prates of Wenches, Wine, and Plunder: „ es 
RETIRED | OY Stateſmes 1 
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gtateſmen here the Times aceuſing; 
Poets Senſe for Rhimes abuſing z 
Lawyers chatt' ring, 
Courtiers flatt'ring, 
Bollies ranting, 
Tealots canting, 
Knaves and Fools of e ery Claſs! 
S O N G 634. 
GTE me a Laſs with a Lump of Land, 
And we for Life ſhall gang the either, 
Tho' daft or wiſe, I'l] never demand, 
Or black or fair it makſna whether. 
m aff with Wit, ang Beauty will fade, 
And Blood alone is no worth a Shilling; 
But the that's rich, her Market's made, 
For ilka Charm about her i is killing, 


Gre me a Laſs with a Lump of Land, 
And in my Boſom I'll bug my Treaſures 
Gin I had anes her Gear in my Hand, 
Should Love turn dowf, it will find Pleaſure. 
Laugh on wha likes, but there's my Hand, 
I hate with Poortith, tho bonny, to meddle, . 
Unleſs they bring Caſh, or a Lump of Land, 
They'ſe ne er get me to dance to their Fiddle. 


There's meikle good Love in Bands and Bags, 
And Siller and Gowd's a ſweet Complexion; 

But Beauty and Wit, and Virtue i in Rags, 
Have tint the Art of gaining Affection: 

Love tips his Arrows with Woods and Parks, 
And Caſtles and Riggs, and Muirs and Meadows, | 

And naithing can catch our modern Sparks, E244 
But well-tocher'd Laſſes or jointer'd Widows, 


S O N 8 63 5. 
Gnieroy was a bonny Boy, 
Had Roſes till his Shoon, 
His Stockings made of the fineſt Stk, 
His Garters hanging down; © 
It were a'comely Sight to ſee, ae 
He were ſo trim a Boy ; 


He was my oy and Heart's Delight, 2 3 
| Hy handſome Gilderoy, | $77, 5: M m 
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Oh! fike charming Eyne he had, 
A Breath as ſweet as Roſe, 
He never wore a Highland Plad, 
But coſtly ſilken Clothes. | 
He gain'd the Love of Ladies gay, 
There's none to him was coy ; 
Ay, wae is me, Ie mourn this Day, 
For my dear Gilderoy. | 
My Gilderoy and-I were born 
Both in one Town together, 


Not paſling ſeven Years ago, 


Since one did love each other: 


Our Daddies and our Mammies both 
Were cloth'd with muckle Joy, 


To think upon the Bridal - Day 


*Twixt me and Gilderoy, 


For Gilderoy, that Love of mine, 
Gued faith Iſe freely bought 


A Wedding- ſark of Holland fine, 


With filken Flow'rs wrought ; 
And he gave me a Wedding Ring, 
Which I receiv'd with Joy: 
No Lads or Laſſes e er could ſing, 

Like me and Gilderoy, i 


In muckle Joy we ſpent our Time 


Till we were both fixteen, 
Then gently he did lay me down 
Among the Leaves ſo green: 
When he had done what he could do, 
He roſe and gang d his Way, 


But ever ſince I Jov'd the Man, 


My handſome Gilderoy. 
While we did both together play, 
He kiſs*'d me o'er and o'er ; 
Gued Faith it was as blithe a Day 


* 


As e' er I ſaw before; 


He fill'd my Heart in ev'ry Vein 


With Love and mickle Joy; 
But when ſhall I behold again 
Mine own ſweet Gildetoy ? 


N. 
* 
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"Tis pity Men ſhould e er be hang'd 
That take up Women's Geer, 
Or for their pilfering Sheep or Calf, 
Or ſtealing Cow or Mare. 


Had not our Laws been made ſo ſtrift, 
Is'd never loſt my Jay, 

Who was my Love and Heart's Delight, 
My handſome Gilderoy. | 

'Cauſe Gilderoy had done amiſs, 
Muſt he be punith'd then? 

What kind of Cruelty is this, 
To hang ſuch handſome Men 


The Power of the Scottiſh Land, 
A ſweet and lovely Boy : 1 
He likewiſe had a Lady's Hand, 
My handſome Gilderoy. 
At Leith they took my Gilderoy, 
And there God-wot they bang d him, 
Carry'd him to fair Edinburgh, 
And there God-wot they hang d him ; 3 
They hang'd him up above the wad bf 
He was ſo trim a Boy, 
My only Love and Heart's Delight, 
My handſome Gilderoy, | 
Thus having yielded up his Breath, 
In Cypreſs he was laid; | 
Then for my deareſt, after Death, 
A Funeral 1 made: 
Over his Grave a Marble- Stone | 
I fixed for my Joy, | 
Now I am left to 'weep alone 
For my dear Gilderoy, 


s Oo N G 646. 


(IN ye meet a bonny Laſhe, 
Gre her a Kiſs, and let her 86 
But if ye meet a dirty Huſſy, 
rl 4 ada. * gang 3 
OZ - * m 2 : 
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Be ſure ye dinna quat the Grip 
Of ilka Joy, when ye are young, 
Before auld Age your Vitals nip, 
And lay ye twafald o'er a Rung. 


Sweet Youth's a blyth a heartſome Time, 
Then, Lads and Laſſes, while tis May, 
Gae pu' the Gowan in its Prime, 
Before it wither and decay. 
Watch the faſt Minutes of Delyte, 
When Jenny ſpeaks beneath her Breath, 
And Kiſſes, laying a' the wyte 
On you, if the kep ony Skaith, 
Haith ye're —_ ſhe'lb ſmiling ſay, 
Ye'll worry me, ye greedy Rook ; 
Syne frae your Arms ſhe'll rin away, 
And hide herſelf in ſome dark Nook. 


Her laugh will lead you to the Place, 
Where lies the Happineſs ye want, 
And plainly tell-you to your Face, . 
— Na- ſays are haff a Grant. 
Now to her heaving Boſom eling, 
And ſweetly toolie for a Kiſs 3 
Frae her fair Finger whoop a Ring, 
As Taiken of a future Bliſs, 
Theſe Beniſons, I'm very fure, 
Are of the Gods indulgent Grant; 
Then, ſurly Carles, whiſht, forbear 
To plague us with your whining Cant. 
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IRLS, beſure, make Man ſecure, 
Be never coy in Carriage; 
Put on each Grace and taking Lure, 
Make no Refules, 
And faint Excuſes, 
But kindly hug the Proffer; 
Let Inclination then prevail, 
A ſeeming Slight may turn the Scale, 
And ſhe will die a Maiden ſtale, 
That ever refuſes the Offer. 


* 


* 


_ 
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Q IVE ear, you ſons of Britain, 
Of greater Crimes I ſing, 
Than ever before were writ on, 


Since the Time of a Queen or 4 King, 
All done by John Duke of . 


Moſt men have ſome Ambition, 

In this dead Time of News, 
To tell of the Depoſition | 

Of Chriſtians and eke of Jews 

/ Againſt John Duke of Marborough, - 

This Man by Conftitution 

Was made for Liberty; 
He helped the Late Revolution, 


On purpoſe to hurt Popery, 
Did this John Duke of Marlborough, 


The next great Crimof many, 
His troubleſome Pride to ſhow, 
Was marching to high Germany, 
Where he gave them that damnable Blow, 
Did this John Duke of Marlborough. 


And more to mend the Matter, 
' To his Shame and great Reproach, 
An Army he made take Water, 
And their General ſent by a Coach. 
All proved on Jhon Duke of Marlborough. 
To ſhew his whig Devotion, 
In keeping the Sabbath-day ; 
He the Murder at Ramelly began, 
All upon a Whitſunday. 
O heatheniſh John Duke of Moartborough ! 


Tho? buſy on his Slaughtering, _ 
His Avarice ran ſo hig; 

That rather than ſpare the — chrẽſtian King, 
He ten thouſand Pounds gave to a Spy 


O covetous John Duke of Wet 
At Oudenard fo ill to treat Foes, 
And make poor Widows of Wives; 


He took a Delight to best thoſe, 
ng m 3 


* 


That 
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That never beat him in their Lives. 

O bullying John Duke of Marlborough! 
Bouflers, a civil good Man, 
And fafe in his Trenches cloſe, | 
From Mons he madd run like a Footman, 
Tho' bulwark'd as high as his Noſe. 
| Uncivil' John Duke of Marlborough 
To tender Chriſtian Ear, 

When Crimes like theſe ſhall come; 
I know not how they Abroad may appear; 
I'm ſure they ſound odly at Home, 


Some Facts to make the French undone, 
I've proved upon him well; 
And truly what tis he has not done, 
Impoſſible *tis to tell 
Of this John Duke of Marlborough. 


To prove that all theſe things are fo, 
And not what Folks deviſe ; 


Or ever affronted the Allies ? 
This ſame John Duke of Marlborough. 


Ghent, Bruges, and Tournay, 
And of late the ſtrong Bouchain, 
He of his own head made obey, 
Tho? wanting his Brother Eugene. 


Of theſe immortal Things he brags, 

*Cauſe we take no notice at all; . 

You ſee with his pitiful French bloody Rags, 

How he litter'd poor Weſtminſter-hall, | 
Slovenly John Duke of Marlborough 


Nay more he ſtill would fly at, 
And all tõ mend the Peace; 
Lord, how can we ever be at quiet, 
If we pardon ſuch Crimes as theſe, 
In this ſame John Duke of Marlborough ? 
Twelve Years, it ſadly true is, 
He us'd Bombs, Mortars, and Lines; 
And baffled poor King Lewis: . | 


Theſe Deeds of John Duke of Marlborough. 


Was he ever the Man that — ſpared the roe, 


Hot- headed John Duke of Marlborough! 


He 


F. 


Te 
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He has ſpoil'd the Pretender's Deſigns. 


7 - 


O meddleſome John Duke of Marlborough! 


Succeſs ill makes him bolder, 


And by the Monſieur's Fall, 
He paſſes on this Iſle for a Soldier; 
But it ſeems he knows nothing at all. 
Earl - - - t fays ſo of Marlborough, 


This Year for War he voted, 
But we reſolved on none; 
For Monſieur was ſure to be routed, 
And then High- Church had been undone 
By Engliſh John Duke of Marlborough. 
You ſee the Troops don't need him, ; 
He is out, and in France they laugh; 
And {end any other to head them, 
And I'll warrant old Bourbon is ſafe, 
Keep back but John Duke'of Marlborough, 


For he, as Fame confeſſes, 
That Kingdom meant to devour ; 
For which and his heinous Succeſſes, 
He is broke, and our Fears are all o'er: - 
Thus fel} John Duke of Marlborough, 


| 3 0 . 
GIVE me but a Friend and a Glaſs, Boys, 
I' ſhew ye what tis to be gay; 
I'!] not care a Fig for a Laſs, Boys, 
Nor love my briſk Youth away: 
Give me but an honeſt Fellow, 
That's pleaſanter when he is mellow, 
We'll hve twenty -four Hours a Day. 
Tis Woman in Chains does bind, Boys, 
But tis Wine that makes us free; 
Tis Woman that makes us blind, Boys, 
But Wine makes us doubly ſee. 
The Female is true to no Man, 
Deceit is inherent in Woman, 
But none in a Brimmer can be. 


SONG 
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GIVE me more Love, or more Diſdain, 
The Torrid or the Frozen Zone 
Brings equal Eaſe unto my Pain, 
The Temperate affords me none; 
Either Extream of Love or Hate, 
Is ſweeter than a calm Eſtate. 


Give me a Storm, if it be Love, 
Like Danae in a golden Show'r; 


I ſwim in Pleaſure, if it prove 


Diſdain, that Torrent will —_— 
My Vultur Hopes; and he's 
Of Heav'n, that's but from Hell Ns. 
Then crown my Joys, or cure my Pein; 
Give me more Love, or more Diſdain. 


S ON G 64r- 


YIVE o'er, fooliſh Heart, and make haſte to deſpair, 
For Daphne regards not thy Vows, nor thy Pray'r; 
When I plead for thy Paſſion, thy Pains to prolong, 
She courts her Guittag, and replies with a Song; 
No more ſhall true Lovers thy Beauty adore, 
Were the Gods ſo ſevere, Men wou'd worſhip no more, 
No more will I wait, like a Slave, at thy Door, 
I'll ſpend the cold Nights at thy Window no more; 
My Lungs in cold Sighs I no more will exhale, 
Since thy Pride is to make me look ſullen and pale, 
No more ſhall Amyntas thy Pity implore, . 
Were the Gods ſo ingrate, Men wou' d worſhip no more. 
No more ſhall thy Frowns, or free Humour perſuade, 
To court the fair Idol my Fancy has made; 
When thy Saints ſo neglected their Follies give o'er, 
Thy Deity's loft, and thy Beauty's no more. 
No more ſhall Amyntas, &c. 


How weak are the Vows of a Lover in Pain, ; 
When flatter'd by Hope, or oppreſs'd by Diſdain ? 


No ſooner my Daphne's bright Eyes I review, 


But all is forgot, and T vow all a-new. 
Na more, cruel Nympb, I will murmur no more z 


SONG 


- Did the Gods ſeem fo fair, Men wou'd worſhip them more. 
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GIVE oh by, 05 8 ! 
ye $; ve your Lover 

Give de Loaf, 2nd 5 £8? over; 

me panting, — firing, 

See me, ſee me juſt expiring, 

Give, ye Nymphs, from yonder Bow'rs, 

Give me Wreaths of cooling Flowers; 

See, my Garlands all are waſted, 

By my blazing Temples blaſted ; 

But if Flames of Love invade thee, 5 

What, O what! my Heart can ſhade thee 7 


G LIDE gently on, thou murmꝰ ring Brook, 
And ſooth my tender Grief: 
_ "Twas here the fatal Wound 1 took, 
Tis here I ſeek Relief. | 
With Sylvio on this verdant Shore 
J fondly ſat reclin'd ; 
Believ'd the charming things he ſwore, 
Too credulouſly kind, 
Too credulouſly, &c» 


While thus he ſaid : This purling Stream 

Back to its Spring ſhall flow, 

O Paſtorella, e er my Flame 

Ye conſcious Waves roll back again, 
Back to your chryſtal Head; 

The falſe, ungrateful, perjur'd Swain 
Has broke tht Vows he made. 
Has broke, &c, | 

Perhaps ſome fairer Shepherdefs 
His faithleſs Breaſt has „ 

And thoſe kind Vows, and ſoft Addreſs, 
Her guiltleſs Heart has charm'd. 

But tell the Nymph, thou gentle Stream, 
If e' er ſhe viſits thee, - 

The treach*rous Youth has vow'd the ſame, 
Yetbroke his Faith with mes 
Yet-broke, &c. 


* 


— 
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LIDE ſwiftly on, thon Silver Stream, ESE 
Purſue the Lad I love: | Ho 
In gentle Murmurs tell my Flame, | 
And try his Heart to move. 
So may thy Banks be always green, „ An 
Thy Channel never dry : | 
If e er thy Spring be failing ſeen, 8 
My Tears ſhall that ſupply. - . And 
May gilded Carps thy Surface ſkim, | 
In place of uſeleſs Weeds; 
May painted Flow'rs adorn thy Brim, To 
And Knots of bended Reeds, < 


S O N G 645. 
O, go, go, go, falſeſt of thy Sex be gone, 
Leave, leave, ah lesve, leave me to my ſelf done 
Why would you ftrive by fond Pretence, jv 4 
Thus to deftroy my Innocence? 
Go, go; c.. Leave, leave, &e. 
Young Czlia you too late betray d, 
Then thus you did the Nymph upbraid, #4 SN 
4 Love like a Dream uſſier d by Night, 
6 Flies the Approach of Morning Light. 
Go, go, &c, - - Leave, leave, &c. 
She that believes Man when he mn | 
Or leaft regards his Oaths and Pra | f Old 8 
May ſhe, fond ſhe, be moſt accu 5 | 
Nay more, be ſubject to his Luft, 
' Go, go, &c. - - Leave, leave, cee. 9 


8 ON 8 646. G 2 

She. GO go, you vile Sot, | | Your 
Quit your Pipe and your Pot, 'On 

Get home to your Stall and be . Streph 
Vou puzzle your Pate | Th 
With Whimſies of State, bez 04 Corina 
And play with Edge-tools to your Ruin, Mi 


He. Keep in that ſhrill Nate, 
Or I'll ram down your Throat : 
| | | This 


407 
| * red-hot black Pipe I am 
Thou Plague of my Life! 
Thou Gipſy! thou Wife! 
How dar 'ſt thou thy Lord be provoking ? 
She. You riot, and roar, ; 
For Babylon's Whore, | 
And give up your Bible and r; * 
I prithee, dear Kit, 
Have a little more Wit, 
And keep thy Neck out of the Halter, 
He. Nay, prithee, ſweet Jaan, 
Now let me alone, 
To follow this princely Vocation 3 
I mean to be great, 
In ſpite of my F ate, 
And ſettle myſelf, and the Nation. 
She. Go, go, you vile Sot! 
He. I matter thee not. 


She, Was ever poor Woman lo lighted f "Sh 


He. Thy Fortune is made 
She. Go, follow your Trade. 
He, I tell thee, I mean to be knighted, . 


She, A whipping-poſt Knight! 
He. Get out of my Sight? 


* 
« * 
+ 
N : * 
e — oe ery 


She, Thou Traytor, thou! mark thy fad Ending, 


He. I'll new vamp the State, 
The Church 1'l! tranſlate, 
Old Shoes are no more worth che mending. 


S O0 N G 647. * 
(3 O, happy Flow'rs, Coons ſaid, 
Ye Hyacinths, and Violets hive, 
Your ſweeteſt Odours gently 
On Strephon, ſweeter far than you. 
Strephon the Gift with Thanks receiv d, 


The Gift his Thanks more precious made; ; 


Corinna ſmil'd; for the believ'd,. a 
(Miſtaken Fair!) what Strephon d. ; 


With 
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With Laura now at Cards he plays, 
The gaudy Noſegay lying by; 
The Noſegay Laura's Eye ſurveys, , 

He gueſi d her Meaning in her Eye, 


| And go, too happ; Flow'rs, he ſaid, 


_ 


Ye Hyacinths, and Violets blue, © 
Your ſweeteſt Odours gently ſhed ' 
On Laura, ſweeter. far than you. 
: 8 Q N G 648, 
G, happy Paper, doubly bleſ t 
= To fair Corinna ſteal, PT 
If not too great to be expreſt, . 45 
fb = the Pain I fe“. 
Tell her how raging is my Flame, 
Too exquiſite to bean! ! 
But ſay not how, nor whenee'you came, 
Nor ſpeak one Letter of my Name, . 
Left it may grate her Er. 
O!] be that Moment ever bleft 
When firſt I ſaw my Love, 
The deareſt, ſweeteſt, and the beſt 
That e'er was form'd above 
I ſaw ten thouſand Graces tiſe, 
And bloom on ev'ry Part, 


7 4 7 


- en thouſand Arrows, from her Eyes, 50 


Shot thro” my Soul with ſweet Surprige, | 


And ſtood to guard her Heart. 
In vain the envious Shades of Night, 
Or Follies of the Day, | 
Could veil her Image from my Sight, 
Or tempt my Soul to ſtray. 


She is the only waking Theme 


Which o'er my Wiſhes reigns, ' . 
Her pleaſing Form meets ev ry Dream, 
More Charms in her each Day there ſeem, 

That thrill thro* all my Veins. 
Let me be loſt in thy Embrace, : 
7 As Rivers in the Sea; 3 
Or like Eternity of Days, 

To love and honour thee! 


* 


10 
Jn thoſe dear Fa como) 
I'd as the 2 In 
$till breathe away ſuccefive Souls; 
$0 Billow after Billow roll, $1 
To kiſs the Share any ons. 
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O, love 5 
G ell ber char wits her Time and me, 
That.now ſhe knows, 
When I reſemble her to thee, 
How ſweet and fair the ſeems to be, 


Tell her that's you 

And ſhuns to have he „ <8 * 
That hadft thou ſprung 

In Deſarts, where no Men abjde, 

Thou muſt have uncommended dy'd, 
Small is the Worth ; 

Of Beauty from the = * 


ei be defir 


And not bluſh fo by be td. 
0 N 8 650. 
(GO Rofe, m Coles $ Boſom ſom grace, 

How hapby ſhould I prove, 
Might I apply that envied Place 
With e ing Love. | 
There Phœnix- like beneath her Eye, 
Involv'd in Fragrance burn and die, 
Involy'd in Raptures burn and die. 
Know, haplefs Flow'r, that thou ſhalt fins 

More fragrant Roſes there; 
I ſee thy with'ring Head reclin'd, 

With Envy and Deſpair ; 
One common Fate. we both muſt prove, 
You die with Envy, I with Love. 

"$H K.0:5 57. 
O tell Aminta, gentle Swain, 

I would not die, por dare complain "i 
Thy tuneful Voice with Numbers join, 
Ty Ve will Gene OE” | 


=" *** 


00 47090 
For Souls oppreſs'd and drown'd with Gal. 


The Gods ordain d this kind Relief: 5 1 . a 
That Mufick ſhould in Sounds 5 | | 
What dying Lovers dare not fy. 
A Sigh or Tear perhaps ſhe'd give, 
But Love on Pity cannot live z A 
Tell her that Hearts for Hearts were made, | 1 
And Love with Love is only paid: And 
Tell her my Pains ſo faſt encreaſe, 1 
That ſoon they will be paſt Redrefs : And 
For ah! the Wretch that ſpeechleſs lies, E 
Attends but Death to cloſe, his Eyes. E 
TORO th „ 
thou perpetual whining Lover, | , 
G For Shame leave off this humble Trade, | My 
Tis more than Time thou gav*ft it over, The 
For Sighs and Tears will never 11 Ber; A 
By them more obſtinate ſhe's * Ang 
And thou, by Love, fond — Lore betray'd, | V 
The more, vain Fop, thou ſu'ſt unto her, : 
- The more ſhe does torment thee ftill ; S 5 
| Is more perverſe, the more you woo herz But 
When thou art humbleſt, lays thee lower; | H 
And when, moſt proſtrate to her Will, 8 
Thou meanly begg ſt for Life, does wach kill, | ru: 
By Heaven, tis againſt all Nature, | Bi 
Honour and Manhood, Wit and. LY Or e 
To let a little Female Creature | | F. 
Rule, on the poor Account of Feature; 1 Or 1 
And thy unmanly Patience, . _. Fe 
Monſtrous and ſhameful as her Inſolence 3 | And 
Thou mayſt find Forty will be kinder, | | H 
Or more compaſſionate at leaſt; = If mh 
If one will ſerve, two Hours will find her, T 
And half this *Do for ever bind her | Se“ 
As firm and true as thy own , + | Fe 
On Love and Virtue's double Intereſt.” = 18 


But if thou eanſt not live wirbeut her, Ee. N. 
This only the, when it comes to t. | 

And ſhe, relent not, (as I doubt her) 

Never malte more ado about her. ; To 


80 FF 
To 6gh and whimper is.n0 Boot 3 wth 
Go hang thyſelf, and that will do't. 

S O N G "arg 

(GO n the Vicar of Taunton-Dean, 

And he'll tell you the Banns were aſked 3 

A good vat Capon he had ver's Pains, 
And I zent it in a Baſket, 

And Friday Night I was, by right, 

To have prov'd if ſhe v gre a Madein 3 
And now ſhe's run with a Soldier to Town: 
Heydledom, Pattie yicy cudden ; 7 
Heydon, dudden, cudden, Tom: 
Sing heydledom, deydledom,. cudden. 

My Mother ſhe zold her blue Game-Cock, 
And a dainty Brood of Chicken : 

Then bought herſelf a Canvaſs Smock, 

And rack'd it up in tie Kitchen: 

And ſhe bought me a Cambrick- Band, 

| Wu « Bumpkci Pair of Breeches 
Not thinking but Joan 

| Would have made me her own; 

But T'faith ſhe'd have none of thoſe Vetches. 
Heydon, dudden, cudden, Tom : 

Sing heydledom, deyledom, eudden. 

T'll take a Hatchet and hang m dere 
Before I'll endure theſe | 

Or elſe a Rope in a doleſome Well, 

For I never can bear theſe Croſſes : 

Or I'll go to ſome Beacon high, 

For I'vaith I am welly wooden, | 

And throw my zelf down, her Kindneſs to try. 
Heydledom, deydledom, ce. | 

If ſhe can think tis a-better Trade, 
This ſhooting of Guns, and flaſhing, 


She'll find herſelf but a fimple Jade, 0 
e 
I ne'er ſhall beg without a Leg, 


Nor Occafion have vor a wooden; 
Nor Cripple become, 
2 

„ 


0 G9, Virgin Kid, with lambent k 
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Heydledow, deydledsch, eudden 
Heydon, duden, evdden, R 
Sing heydledom, deydledom, eudden. 
$ O0 N 


Salute a Virgin's Hand; 


. Go, ſenſeleſs Thing, and bp. a Bliſs 


Thou doſt not underſtand: 
Go, for in thee, methinks I 
(Tho? *tis not half ſo brig 
An Emblem of her beauteous Mind, 
By Nature clad in white. 
Securely thou may*f touch the ., 
Whom few fecurely can, 
May'f preſs her Breaſt, her Lips, ber Ra, 
Or wanton with her. Fan g-- 
May'ſt Coach it with her to and fro, 
From Maſquerades to Plays 
Ah ! could' ſt chou bieder ce and go, 8 
To tell me what ſhe ſays! ! 
Go then, and when the Morning * 
' Shall nip her Lilly Arm, 
Do thou (oh! might I be fo bold) 
With Kiſſes make it warm. 
But when thy gloſſy Beauty's er, 
When all thy Charms are gone, 
Return to me, T'!l love thee mens . 
Than e'er I yet hate done. | 
S O N G@ 6 * 
GOD of Sleep, for whom I | 
God of pleafing Dreams and Peace, 
Gently. footh a Lover's Angoiſh, | 
Help to make his Tortures ceaſe. 


Spread thy ſacred Pinions o'er me, þ 


Lull the buſy Soul to reſt, 
Then bring her 1 love before me, 
She that's painted in my Breaſt, 
If kind as fair, my B I'lf keep, 
And great as Jove, the Worſc hes 
Let me, thus bleſs'd, for ever fleep, - 
Asad lie, and dream, and never wake z 


* 


* 


But 
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But ſhou'd the Fair, 6400 
Fly, kind == the Light, 
Let Strephon know 


$ o N 8 5. 
0D long from being broke, 

G R Hall 

A doleful Drinking - Bout I fing, 
There lately did befal. 


To chaſe the Spleen with Cup and Cann, 
Duke, Philip took his Way: | 
Babes yet unborn ſhall never ſee 
The like of ſuch a Dax. 
The ſtout and ever · thirſty Duke - 
A Vow to God did make, 
His Pleaſure within Cumberland 
Three hve-long Nights to take. 
Sir Muſgrave too, of Martindale, 
A true and worthy Knight, 
Eftſoon with him a Bargain made, 
In Drinking to delight. | 
The Bumpers ſwiftly paſs about, 
And ſix in Hand went round; 
And with their. calling for more Wine, 
They made the Hall reſound, 


Now when theſe merry Tidings regch'd 
The Earl of Harold's Ears, 

And am I (quoth' he, with an Oath) | 
Thus ſighted by my Peers? 

Saddle my Steed, bring forth my Boots, 
Tl be with them right quick, 2 

And Maſter Sheriff come you too, 
We'll know this ſcurvy Trick. 


Lo, yonder doth Earl Harold come, 
(Did one at Table ſay.) 

Tis well, reply'd the nett d Duke, 

How will he getaway? - 

| N 3 
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- "When thus the Earl bees, Great be, 

Pl! know how this did err i 1 
Without inviting mie 3 fure this 
You did not leans im Franee? 


2 


One of us two, for this Offence, 
Under the Board ſhall lie 
I know thee well, a Duke thou art, 


So ſome Years hence mall I. 15 
But truſt me, Wharton, Pity rere, 
So much good Wine to" 
As theſe Companions here ma ank, 
N Ere they have had thelr fl. 
Let thou and J, in Bumpers full, 0 
— This grand Affair decide. 8 
aAccurs'd be he, Duke West, . 
By whom it is deny d. | | 
To Andrews, and to Hotham, „ 
Many a Pint went round, 
And many a gallant Gentleman 
Lay fick upon the Ground. 
When, at the laſt, the Dulke eſpy d 
He had the Earl ſecure; | 
He ply'd him with a full Pint Glaſs, 
Which laid him on the Flobr. 


— 


After he downwards ſunk, 
My worthy Friends, revenge my Fall, 
Duke Wharton fers ne drunk. 
Then, with a Groa Pals Philip wy 
The fick Man by t 
And ſaid, Earl Haleld, ad of thee, 
Would 1 had drank this Pint. 
Alack ! my very Heart 200 * 
And doth within me 
For ſurely a more ſober I” 
Did never ſwallow. Drink. 
With that the Sheriff, in a Rage 
* To ſee the Earl ſo (it, | 


V ow'd to revenge the dend. mak Fr 


Who never ſpoke more Words chan WE.” | + 


Vpon renowg'd Sir Kii. Tuben 


. 
"TP 
Then ſept a gallant Squire forth, 
Of Viſage thin and pale, 
b Lloyd was his Name, and of Gang- hall, 
Faſt by the River Twale. 
Who ſaid, he would not have it told, 
Where Eden River ran, 
That unconcern'd he ſhould fit by; 3 | 
So, Sheriff, I'm your Man. 3. 
Now when theſe Tidings reach'd the Room, 
Where the Duke lay in Bed, 
How that the *Squire ſaddenly 
Upon the Floor was lait. 
O heavy Tidings ! (quoth the Duke) 
"Cumberland Witneſs be, 
I have not ny Captain more, | 
Of ſuch account as he. 6 
Like Tidings to Earl 2 came, 
Within as ſhort · a 8 | 
How that the\Under- too 
Was fallen from his Place. ; 
Now God be with him (faid the Earl) 
Sith *twill no better be, 
T truſt J have within my Town 
As drunken Knights as he. 
Of all the Numbet that were there, 
Sir Bains he ſcorn'd to yield; 
But with a Bumper i in His Hand 
He ftagger'd o'er the Fiel. 
Thus did this dire Contention end, 
And each Man of the — 
Were quickly carried off to Bed, 
Their Senſes to regain. | 
God bleſs the King, the Ducheſs faid, 
And keep the Land in Peace, 
And grant that Drunkenneſs henceforth 
*Mongft Noblemen may ceaſe, 
And likewiſe bleſs our Royal Prince, 
„The Nation's other Hope, 
give us Grace, for to defy 


The Devil and the Pope, | 
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A woful Hunting once, there did 
la Chevy-Chaſle befal. 


T' 
A 
| Lo 
To drive the Deer with Hound and Bam, 
Earl Piercy took his way; Q 
The Child may tue, that is unborn, 
The Hunting of that Day. . If 
The Rout Earl of Northu 
A Vow to God did make, W 
His Pleaſure in the Scottiſh Woods 
Three Summer's Days to takes . Lo 
The chiefeſt Harts in Chevy-Chaſe | 0 ä 
To kill and bear away, Fu 
The Tidings to Earl Douglas came, a 
In Scotland where he lay: is Al 
Who ſent Earl Piercy preſent Word, 1 
He would "mg his Sport. - Th 
The Engliſh Earl, not fearing this, 4 
Did to the Woods reſort. _ An 
- 


With Fifteen Hundred Bow-men bold, 


All choſen Men of Migbt. For 

Who knew full well, in Time of Next, 2 - 2. 

To aim their Shaft a right. | Th 

| The gallant Greyhounds ſwiftly ran, ] 
8 To chaſe the Fallow-Deer: 8 T & 
5 | Oo Monday they began to hunt, 3 J 
When Day- light did appear; | | Ear 

Fo long before High- Noon they hac | 0 f 


An Hundred fat Bucks ſlain; "6p Roc 


Irben having din'd, the Drovers went | | \ 
To rouze them up again. LEP E fn She 
The Bow-men multer*d on the Hills, FLY 1 
Well able to endure ; Tha 
Their Backſides all, with ſpecial Care, | 2 4 
That Day were guarded-ſure,  - al The 
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The Hounds ran ſwiftly theo th Wos, 


The nimble Deer to take 


And with their Cris the Hilh and bus 


An Echo ftuill did make, 


is Day to meet me here ; 
If that I thought he world dot — 
No longer would I ſtay. 
With that, a brave young Gentleman 
Thus to the Earl did fayz © 
Lo! yonder doth Earl Douglas come, 
His Men in Armour bright: 
Full Twenty Hundred Keotti 8 
All marching in our Sight; 
All Men of pleaſant Twin” 
Faſt by the River Tweed. 


Then ceaſe your Sport, Earl Pierey (aid, 


And take your Bows with Spee: 
And now with me, my Countrymen, 
Your Courage forth en 3 | 
For never was there Champion yet, 
In Scotland or in France, "© 
That ever did on Horſeback come, 
But, fince my Hap it were, 
I durft encounter Man for Man, 
With him to break a Spear. 
Earl Douglas, on a miflſt-white Sten, 
Moſt like a Baron bold, 
Rode foremoſt of the Comp: 1 
Whoſe Armour ſhone « Gola: 
Shew me (he ſaid) whoſe — vou be, 
That hunt ſo boldly here 
That, without my Gonſent, 1 chaſe, 
And take my Fallow-Deer? © 
The Man that firſt did anſwer male, 


Was noble Piercy he; 
Who ſaid, We liſt not to'declare, 


Nor ſhew whoſe Men we be: 


„ 2 5 
2 8 n 


at 41% | 


Thy chiefeſt Hart to ſlay. 


Then Douglas ſwore a ſolemn W 75 


And thus in Rage did ſay; 
Ere thus I will out- braved be, 


One of us two ſhall die; 3 


IT know thee well, an Earl thou art; 
Lord Piercy, ſo am I. 


But truſt ow, oy Piercy, | Pie deere, 0 


And great Offence 
Any of theſe our borealefs don 4... 
For they have done no III. 

Let thou and I the Battle try. 
And ſer our Men afide. F 
Accurs'd be he, Lord Piercy . 

Then ſtept a gallant : 
With'rington was his — 

| Who ſaid, I woult not have it told _ 

To Henry our King, for Shame, - 


That e'er my Captain fought on Foot. 7 


And I ftood looking on. 
You be two Earls, ſaid With'rington, . | 
And 1 a *Squire alone': FRF 
I'll do the beſt that do 1. m, 


While I have Pow'r to flands 
While I have Pow'r to wich my Sword, | 


I'll fight with Heart and 


Our Engliſh Archers bent their Boum, 
Their Hearts were good and true; 
At the firſt Flight of Arrows ſent, 
| Full Threeſcore Scots they flew. - 
To drive the Deer with Hound and Horn, 
. Earl Douglas had the Bent; 
A Captain mov d with mickle Pride, 
Their Spears to Shivers ſent. 
They clos'd full faſt on ev ry Sidey 
No Slackneſs there was found; 
And many a gallant Coen. 
Lay gaſping on is Graubd, | 


" Vat wevll nd or ene. Blood,, PI 


* 


o che! it wan Otter to , 
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And likewiſe for to hear 
The Cries of Men lying in their Gore, 
And ſcatter'd here and there. * 
At laſt theſe Two ſtout Farls did . | 
Like Captains of great Might; 
Like Lions mov*'d, they laid on Load, 
And made a cruel Fights 


They fought until they both did — 
With Swords of temper'd Steel, © 

Until the Blood, like Drops of Rain, 
They trickling down did feel. 


Yield thee, Lord Piercy, Douglas ſaid ; 
In Faith I will thee bring, 

Where thou ſhalt high advanced be 
By James our Scottiſh King: 

Thy Ranſom I will freely give, 
And thus report of thee, 

Thou art the moſt courageous Knight = 
That ever I did ſee. 

To Douglas quoth Earl Piercy then, 
Thy Proffer I do ſcorn ; 

I will not yield to any Scot 
That ever yet was born. 


With that, there came an Arrow keen 
Out of an Engliſh Bow, - 

Which ſtruck Earl Douglas to the Heart 
A deep and deadly Blow: - 


Who never ſpoke more Words than l 
Fight on, my merry Men all; ; 

For why, my Life is at an End: - 
Lord Piercy ſees me fall. 

Then leaving Life, Earl Piercy took 
The dead Man by the Hand; 

And ſaid, Earl Douglas, for thy Life - 
Would I had loſt my Land, 

O Chriſt ! my very Heart doth bleed 
With Sorrow for thy ſake ; 

For ſure, a more renowned Knight 
Miſchance did never take. 


* i 


Ore er 
A Knight amonęſt 1 
e Na 
Who ftrait in Wrath did vow Re 
Upon the Earl Piercy : LL; 
Sir Hugh M wes he call'd, 
— 


. 7 «<7 8 


Ran fiercely thro” 
And paſs' d the Engliſh - 
Without all Dread or 
And thro' Earl 12 

He thruſt his 


With ſuch a ee Fare nod Might * 8 


He did his Body gore, 
The Spear went theough;the the other Side 
A large Cloth-yard and b. 
So thus did both theſe Nobles die, 
— RI: 
An Engliſh Archer then pe 
The Noble Ear! was 
He had » Bow bent in hip Had, 
Made of a truſty Tree;z 


An Arrow of a Cloth-yard arg 
Up to the Head drew he : 


Againſt Sir Hugh 
So right his Shaft he ſet, 

The grey Gooſe-wing that was thereon * 
In his Heart's Blood was wet. 
This Fight did lag f Break of Day, 
Till Setting of the Sung 


The Battle ſcarce was done. 


With the Earl Piercy there was * 

Sir John of Ogerton, 

Sir Robert Rateliff, and Sir John, 
Sir James that bold Baron; 


And with eee 

Both Knights of good Account, 

Good Sir Ralph Raby there was * 
[Whoſe Prowels did * 


e 4 
K* With'rington needs muſt L wail, | 
As one in doleful Dumps; 
For when his Legs were ſmitten off, 
He fought upon his Stumps. 
And with Earl Douglas there was ſlain 
Sir Hugh Montgomery; 
Sir Charles Curtel, that from the Field 
One Foot would never fly, ' 
Sir Charles Murrel, of Ratcliff, too, 
His Siſter's Son oy he; * 
Sir David Lamb, 
They ſaved could not — 8 36 
And the Lord Maxwell in likew is 
Did with Earl Douglas die: 7 
Of Twenty Hundred Scottish _ 
Scarce Fifty five did fly. 
Of Fifteen Hundred Engliſh Meg 
Went Home but Fifty three ; 
The reſt were ſlain in Cheyy-Chaſe 
Under the Green-wood Tree. 
Next Day did man Widows come,” 
Their Huſbands to bewailz | 
They waſh'd their Wounds in brinifh _ 
But all would not prevail, 
Their Bodies, bath'd in purple Blood, 
They bore with them away 3 | 
They kiſs'd them dead a thouſand times, 
When they were clad in Clay. E 
This News was brought to Edinburgh, yr 
Where Scotland's ary = . did * 
That brave Earl Douglas EY 
Was with an Amo 35 030 | 
Oh heavy News | King James did ys 
Scotland can Witneſs be, 
I have not any Captain more | Te 
Of ſuch Account as he; _— ET 
Like Tidings to r «id 1 7a 
da Fine ſhort» 5 : 
t Piercy, Northumberland, J a #4 
- Was flain in Chevy-Chaſe, o % N 
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Now God be with him, ſaid our King, 
Sith "twill no better be; Ps 0 
I truſt I have within my Rok | 
Five Hundred as good os he! 
Yet ſhall not Scot, or Scotland ſay, 
But I will Vengeance take, 


And be revenged on them oll, 


For brave Earl Piercy's Sake. | 
This Vow full well the form'd 
Aſter, on Raati 25 
In one Day, Fifty Kn — were lain, 
With Lords of great Renown 1 | 
And of the reſt, of ſmall Account, 


* — many Rayman — ! * 
us ended the Hunt Chevy - Chaſb, 
Made by the Earl Piercy, | 


Cod fave the ng and bleſs the Land 
In —_— Joy, and Peace j 
And grant henceforth, that foul Debate 
Twirt Noblemen may ceaſe, ./ 
SON O 658. 
Goo p Friends and Neighbours all Gow near, 
Some Solace 1'}! impart . 
Be mindful of the Words you hear, 
They II eaſe your drooping Heart, Fa, la, &c, 
All you whoſe Wives are grown ſo free, - 
To give you jealous Pain; 
Here' 8 what "will cauſe your Jealouſy, 
' Ne'er to return again, Fo, la, de. 
A Painter once toole great 18 nt, 
In painting of the Devil ofa 
And he would always paint h wide, Ne 
Which old Nick tool moſt civil, Fa; la, 40 
One Nigbt the Painter being in . W 7 
Aſleep, and in a Dream, 
His Damſel on his leſt Side laid, 
The Devil to him came, Fa, ls, hens « 


Painter, ſays Belzebub, En comme! 110 fl (as wb 


„mne A g 201. tis Ad [3 


F N ä 
Ale what thou vllt, it hall be done, 5 
For painting me ſo white, Fa, lo, &c, 


$0 1 your Devilſhip, quoth he, 


ep Spuuſe from playing Pranks, 
A hat I moyn't s Cuckald be, 
ways give you Thanks, Fa, la, &e. 
N er aſk , but granted was z 
Pointer had « Ring, 
Which whilſt you wear, the Fiend replies, 
Ne'er fear a Cuckolding. Fa, la, &. 
Like Light'ning then away he flew, 
'The Painter waking ſoon, 
Found that he had his Finger gots, 
Within his Wife's, Half-moon, Fa, la, ce. 
So thus let rhe adviſe in Brief; 
Each Man wear ſuch e Ring, 
My Life for yours, you'll all be ſafe z 
And ſo God ſave the King, Fa, la, &c, 


2 a 0 N 0 6 59. NT 
Goo Madam, when Ladies are willing, 
A Man muſt needs look like a Fool; 

For me I wou'd not gtve 4 Shilli 

For one that does love without Rule, 
At leaſt you ſhou'd wait for our Offers, | 

Not ſnateh like old Maids in wm ot OR 
Had you liv'd to theſe Years without Proffers, 

Your Sighs were all ſpent in the Air. 


You ſhou'd leave us to gueſs by your Bluſhiogz, 
And not tell the Matter ſo plain 

"Tis ours to be writing and puſhing, . 
And yours to affect a Diſdain, 


But you're in a terrible taking, 
By all the fond Oglings I ſee 

The Fruit that can fall without ſhoking 
Indecd is too mellow for me, * 


SON G 660, 

G00 D People, draw near, 
A Story ye's hear, 

TY Oo2 
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A Story both plesſant and truez 
Which happened of late, 
5 And's not out of Date; 
| Tam going to tell it to you, 
It was of an old Cobler, 
Who ſoal' d Shoes at Dobler, 
And lov'd to drink the ſuiee of Bar 
And then with his Wife, 22 9 
As dear as his Life, 
When drunk he o 4 for to Prom 


This Cobler, they fay, - 
Being drunk on a Pay, 
His Wife the did murmpr and chat hs 
This Cobler, they fay, 
Did thraſh her A Dis {i Te 
And cry*d, what a Pox wad ye A. 


He had a Magpye 
That was very ly, ' 
And uſed for to murmur and het 5 
Who ſoon got the Tone "BY 
Before it was 3 | 
Of, what a Pox wad yg be at? 
And this Magpye, = | 
Who was ſa very f, 
He into a eeting-bouſe gat; "Fu 
And as the old Parſon ' 
Was canting his Leſſon, . 
Cry'd, what a Pox wad ye be at? 
The Parſon, ſurpris'd, | 
Did lift up bis Eyes: 
Now help us, pray, Fer, in la. 
For Satan I fear 5 
Does viſit us here: | . 
| So help us, pray, Father, with peo, i 
The Parſon again Ft 
Began to explain 
To thoſe around him that ſat 3 
Fi But Magie indeed 
Fr . Flewover his Head. 
| % mhat # Fox wad ye be at? 
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Then the Parſon did 1 
Five Yards at a Leap, 

From his Pulpit quite down to the Floor 3 
And left every Saint, | 
Quite ready to faint, _ 

Leaping out of the Meeting · houſe . 
Then ſome without Hats, 

And ſome without Hoods, 

They out of the Meeting-houſe gat; 
And Magie happ'd after, | 
Which cauſed much Laughter, 

Crying, what a Pox wad ye be at? 

Then a ſanctify d Soul, 

Who thought to controul, 

Look'd Magie quite full in che en 
Said, Satan, how dare 
Vou thus to appear 

In this our ſanctify d place 1 
Bot Magie he pranc'd, 

" He ſkip'd and he danc'd, i 

And out of the Mecting-boaſe bat; 
And all the way long, | 
He kept up bis Song, 

Of a, what a Pox wad ye be at? 


S O N G. 66r. | 
G O OD Wine will drown Sorrow, twill _ our Care; 
"Twill make our Hearts merry, and drive away Feat: 
But a Pox take the Vintner who murders good Claret, - 
May he be a poor Cuckold, and die in a Garret, 


Good Wine will divert us, when Troubles aſſail; 
"Tis this will revive us, when other things . 
Then a Pox take the Vintner, &c. 


S O N G 662. 
GO your Worſhip, caſt an Eye 
Upon a Soldier's Miſery: © - 
Let not. theſe lean Cheeks, I pray, 
Your Worſhip's Bounty from me lay ** 
But like a noble Friend, | 
Some Silver lend, 5 
And Jove ſhall f. .: | 
© 3 ..- - ant 


— 


, [I * 
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And I will pray that Fate 
May make you fortunate 
In Heaven, or in orve Earthly State, red 
To beg I ne'er was bred, kind Sir, 
Which makes me bluſh to keep this qa, 
Nor do I rove from Place to Place, TD 
For to make known my woful Cafe, 

For I am none of thoſe - 


That a Roving goes, 
And in Rambling ſhew heir drunken Blows; 
For all that they have got, 
Is by banging of the Pot, | | 
In wrangling who ſhou!d pay their Shot, 
"Olympick Games I oft have ſeen,” 
And in brave Battles have 1 been; 
The Cannons there aloud did rar, 
My Proffer high was evermorez; , 


n 


——— 


For, out of a Bra vado, 
When in a Barricado, ne | | 
By tofling of a one an ed CEE Tis 
Death then was very near, 
When it took away this Ear; 
But yet, think God, I'm here, I'm ha 
And at the Siege of Buda, there, „ ; 
J was blown up into the Ai, + £ 
From whence I tumbled 2 
And by awhile among the Shin ; 
Yet rather than be beat, "224 : 
ds upon my Feet, f „ | 
15 made the Enerny retreat; 3535 | Bu 
„ and ſeven more „ Ts; 
We fought eleven Score. 1 Ki 
Th Rogues were ne ex ſo thraſh'd — 8 85 
I have, at leaſt a dozellines, | 
Been blown up by the-roguiſh Aines 9 : 
Twice through the Scull have I been ſhot, _ | Th: 
That my Breins do boit like er oe BY 7 
Such Dangers have I pat, 1 But 
At firſt and at laſt, 5 


eee. "A 
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And there I lay for dead, 

Till the Enemy was fled, 

And then they carry'd me — Bed. 


At Puſh of Pike I loſt this Eye, 
And at Bergom Siege I broke this Thigh 3 
Ar Oftend, like a warlike Lad, 
J laid about as I were mad: ; 
But little would you dreatn, 
That e'er I had been 
Such a good old Soldier A Wa 
But if Sir Francis Vere | 
Were living now, and heres 
He would tell you how Iflaſh'd han 8 


The Hollanders my Fury know, 

For oft* with them I' ve dealt a Blow ; 

Then did I take a warlike Dance 

Quite thorough Spain, and, into n 
And there I ſpent a Flood 
Of very noble Blood, 
Yer all would do but little good; 

Fer now I home am come, 

With my Rags upon my Bum, 

And crave of your Worſhip one aol Sum. 

And now my Caſe you underſtand, 

Pray lend to me your helping, Hand ; 5 

A little Thing would pleaſure me; 
It is not Bread and Cheeſe, | 
Nor Barley-Lees, . 
Oc any ſuch like Scraps as theſe; 1 

But what I beg of you, a 

Is a Shilling one or two; 


Kind Sir, your Purſe · ſtrings pray wn 8 801 N 


8 O N G 6642 
GREAT Alexander's Horſe Þ 
| Bucephalus by Name, 
That long has been enroll dd 
Within the Books of Fame: 
But Sir Creduſeus Eafy's Mats 

So far did him excel, = 
She ne er run for the Plate, 


But ſhe bore away the Reil: 


— 


. 4d 6428) 

With a Nighy, Wheegy, Yeopoop- 
Foll Caper and Career ; = 
All England cannot ſhew you 

Sic another Mare, 


And to Brentford ſhe did come, 
And an Ale-houſe ſhe did find 2 
She could not paſs it by, 1 
For ſhe knew her Mafter's Mind : 
And as he call 'd for a Pot, 
She would be, would be ſure of twain ; ; 
Which made her ſuch a Sot 
She ne er could run again. With a  Nighys &e. 


Since laſt I ſaw her Face, 
I heard Report 1 is ſpread, 
With drinking in that Place, 
This bonny Mare is dead: 
And the laſt Words ſhe did ſay, 
As ſhe came down the Hill; | 
Was, ah! that Bowl had broke her = Ig Ex 
And ſo ſhe made her Will: With a Nighy, Ke. 


Her Fore- Hoof ſhe bequenth's | 
To ſome religious Fool, b 
Who after her vhtimely.Death, 
Begs Pardon'fos her Soul: 
And her hinder Hoof, with which 
She play*d full many a Trick; 
She gave to thoſe curs d Wives, 


- 


That *gainſt their Huſbands kick ; With a Nighy, &e. 


At the Burial of this Mare, 

Her Maſter wept full ſore; 

Becauſe it was reported, 15 

He ne er ſhould ſee her more: ; 

But that which comforted hem | {2 

Por hisYeparted Friend. 

Was, after all his great Loſs, © 

She made ſo good an End. With Wighy, . 
S O N G 664. 

GREAT God of Sleep, fince it muſt be, 
That we muſt give ſome Hours to thee, 

| Invade me not while the free Bowl 


dloas in wy Checks, En © bat 


x (429) 
That be my anly Time to ſnote, „ 
When I can laugh, and drink ho more 
Short, very ſhort be then thy Reign, 
For I'm in haſte to laugh and drink again. | 


In ſome ſoft Dream, with all her 9 — 


* 
+ 


The Nymph belov'd 1d then ſurprize, 
And grant what waking ſhe denies 3 a. 
Then, gentle Slumber, prithee ſtay, W 
Slowly, ah! flowly bring the Dayz | 

| Let no rude Noiſe deſtroy, 
Such ſweet real Joey. ; 


| s 0 N..G_ bes. . /. 
| GREAT Jove once 'made Loveli @'Bull, a Boll, 
With Leda a Swan was in Vogue ; 

| And to perſevere in that Rule, that 8905 
He now does deſcend like a Dog: 

For when I to Cælia would ſpeak, | | 
And on her Breaſt figh what I mean, "SLIT" a 

My Heart-ftrings are ready to break; ; 
For there I find Menfieur Le Chien, Le Chien, : 
Le chien, Monſieur, Monſieur Le Chien, \ 


For Knowledge of modiſh Intrigues, | 
Or managing well an Amour, 2 | 

I defy-any one with two Leys, _ 51 
But here I am rival'd by four: 3 f 

Diſtracted all Night with my Wrongs, «#9 
I cry! Cruel Gods! what d'ye mean! 

That what to my Merit belongs, tapes 
You beſtow upon Monſieur Le Chien, 

For Feature, or Niceneſs in Dreſs, 
Compare with him ſurely I can; 

Nor vainly myſelf ſhould expreſs, 
To ſay, I am much more a Man; 3 

To the Government firm too as he, 9 
The former I cunningly mean; 

And if he religious can be, 


——— 


I've as much ſure as Monſieur Le Chien, | „ : 
But what need I publiſh my Parts, an | 
Or idly my Paſſion relate ; Since 
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F I may ſing, caper, ogle, and 5. * 

| And mak a long Court, auſſi . ; 
And yet with dhe paſſionate Lick, 
| I'm GY by Monfieur Le Chien, : 


Ss ON G 666. 
GRIN Kink of the Ghoſts, make lde, 
And bripg hither all your Train: : 
See how the pale Moon. does waſte, en . 
0 And juſt now is in the W ain: | 
38 Come, ye Night-Hags, with your Cham, WT 3: 21 [ 
And revelling Witches away, 
And hug me cloſe in your pr 8 | . 
: ater, r= fro BY Es ar | 
I'll court you and think you fair, e 1 
| Since Love Boes diflralt my. 22 1 
I'll go, and I'll wed the Night-Mare, - 
And kiſs her, and kiſs her again: 
But if ſhe proves peeviſh and proud, 
A Pize on hex Love, let her 6 
I'll ſeek me a ee, 
And down to the Shades below 
A LunacyTI endures 
Since Reaſon departs , 
I all to thoſe Hags for Cure, 
A s knowing not what I ſay, | 
The Beauty whom I adore, 
Now ſlights nie with Scorn and ban, 
Inever ſhall ſee her more, 
Ah! how ſhall I bear my Pain? 


I ramble and range about, | 85 
To find out my charming Saint, , when | (2 
_ -Whil& the at my Grief does flott,, 
And lau * at my loud Complainti :: Bir 
Ditration I ſee, is my. Doom, | DE bare me 
Of this I am too ſure ; F Ma 
Rival is got in my Room, I Ane 
While 'T; | S oY: FTE 


| Strange . my Ha, 5 | 1 * * 
1 am to the Defart led, 8 


Where many a bleeding Ghoſt * 


— 


= 


43 Fr” 
While, wand” ring © 5 
Expecting to find ber there: 


Methinles, in a ſpangled Cloud, 1 5 


I ſee when ary gw Forge, „ 
Then to her I cry loud. Ep 
And labour to reach the Sky, Fo 


When thus I have rav'd a while, | 


C And weary d myſelf in vain, pl 5 2 4 5 ; 


Ilie on the barren Soil, 1852 
And bitterly do complain; 8 
Till Slumber hath quieted me, 


Ih 
In Sorrow I figh.and weep ” 3 PAS 

The Clouds are my Canopy, 55 „ 
To cover me while I ſleep. „„ 

I. dream, that my charming Fair  __ 2 
Is then in my Rival's Bed, f 5 


Whoſe Treſſes of golden Hair „ 5 
Are on the fair Pillow ſpread _ | Wo 
Then this does my Paſſion inflame LY. 
I ſtart, and no longer can lim 
Ah! Sylvia, art thou not to blame, 1 
To ruin a Lover? Icry. f wes 


Grim King of the Ghoſts be true, I 
And hurry me hence away; a 


My languiſhing Life to you 
A Tribute I freely pay: JVC 
To, th Elyfian Shiades I poſt, t. 
In hopes to be freed om Care, „ | 


Is W in the Air? | 
S ON G 667. 7. 
"ROVES and Woods, high Rocks and e 
Springs and Floods, clear Brooks and Fountains, : 
Birds and Beafts that range with Pleaſure, 5 
Hear, hear the Charm of my Voice; 
Make haſte and appear to dance a gay Meaſure, 
And Phebus pleaſe with Nature and Art's er _ 
FR. ſee 2 ef 
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i 'Flora delightful as Maſking 
To baniſh the Peſt of Pandora 


Come away when I ſing and play; 
No Creature in Nature 
Be late here, but wait 
From Vulcan's hot Bellows, | 
Air, Neptune and Tellus, . 
Tbe Thruſhes from Buſhes, 
And Prickets from Thickets, 
Come whiſk it and friſk it, 
| And ſkipit and trip it, 
In Honour of Love and the Muſes. | 
8 Angels, now protect me. 
Send to me the Swain I love: 
with thy Bow direct me, 
cond me, all ye Pow'rs above. 
Bear him my Sighs, ye gentle Breezes, 
Tell bim I love and I deſpair. . 
" Tell him, for him 1 grieve, 
Say, tis for bim I live, 
F O may the Shepherd be ſincere! 
Thro' the ſhady Grove I'll ee 
b Silent as the Bird of Night: 
Near the Brink of yonder Fountain, 
Firſt Leander bleſs'd my Sight; 


Echoes repeat the Vows he ſwore; j 
Can he forget me, 
Will he negle&t me, 

5 Sal I never ſee him more! 

Does he love, and yet forſake me, 

0 o edmite a'Nym h more fair? 

| . tis ſo, 171 belt « e Willow, 

And eſteem the happy Pair. 
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Some lonely Cave I'll make my Dueling "4 : 
Ne er moie the n N 


The Lark amd, Phitel 


os 


: 3 . ye Groves and Falls of Water, | 


I ſummon thy amine and Roſer; - * -2 
Ye pretty young Nymphs with your Poſirs, 


6 I 50 


